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INTRODUCTION. 


Dear  Reeders, 

As  Billey  Bautum  us'd  ta  say,  circumstances  olters  cases, 
sooa  they  do,  an  thes  plenty  knos  that  vary  neer  as  weel  as  him  an 
me.    Well,  ha  hooap  yo'l  not  be  offended,  when  yo  see,  hov  been 
borroin  a  coit,*  ;  thes  meney  a  bigger  chap  then  me  had  ta  do 
t'same.    Sumtoims  a  body  Joikes  to  gooa  aght  in  a  invisable  green, 
(all  borrod  coits  is  that  color)  for  they  can  then  get  ta  heer  wot 
fooaks  sez  abaght  em,  when  ther  e  takin  em  for  sumbody  else. 
Yo'v  seen  me  e  t'same  coit  wonce  befoor,  but  yo'v  sum  on  ya  seen 
me  e  me  oan  meney  a  toime.    If  yo  want  ta  kno  wot  ha'v  borrad  it 
for,  yo  ma  reed  t'top  loine.     But  yo'l  kno  varey  weei  ha  hevent 
gotten  it  a  that  chap  et  taahn  end,  for  that  poor  feller  hessent  won 
for  hissen ;  an  yo'l  hardly  say  et  ha'v  borrod  it  a  that  poor  dry 
mauth'd  chap  et  stans  e  Peel  Square.     Ha'm  just  gooin  aght  a  me 
rooad  a  bit,  but  yo  mun  excuse  me.     Ha'v  wunder'd  sumtoims  ah 
it  is,  et  other  me  or  onybody  else  shud  want  ta  gooa  to  sich  loike 
places  as  Pogmoor  or  Lunnun,  when  thes  sa  much  ta  see  at  hooame 
— Barnsley.    Whoy  it's  fam'd  all  ower  England  for  been  t'opposit 
ta  that  thing  en  hessent  a  culor  ;  ther  owt  ta  be  a  cheeap  trip  thru 
Lunnun  ta  Barnsley  ivery  week,  to  let  them  poor  Cocknys  see  sum- 
mat,  for  poor  things,  thes  sum  on  em  stops  there  whoile  they  kno 
nowt,  an  if  they  shud  happen  ta  get  ta  Highgate,  they'l  toak  on  it 
for  a  month,  tellin  foaks  they'v  been  sooa  far  north.    But  Barnsley  ! 
whoy  it's  won  a  t'grandest  plases  et  a  man  ivver  cum  ta,  (if  he'd 
been  nooa  were  else,)  tho  ther  isn't  as  meney  domes  in  it,  as  ther 
is  at  Brompton  or  Jerusalem,  we'v  es  monements  a  grander  :  t'Park 
an  t'Cemetary  can't  be  bet,  (when  they  get  finish'd,)  and  thes  meney 
a  blind  man  ed  come  a  thaasand  miles,  if  he  cud  nobbut  behould 
t'archetecktral  grandor  a  Peel  Square,  and  look  at  that  magnifisent 
piece  a  workmanship  et  wer  put  up  ta  comemerate  t'inestimable 
quality  a  poor  Daniel  Drinknowt,  dress'd  in  a  rooab  et  Mayor  a 
Pogmoor  must  envy  ;   then  see  them  gret  splendacious  bildins  at 
back,  t'Commercial  Bildins,  ha  shud  say,  leeadin  up  Peel  Street ; 
then  look  at  them  grand  monements  at  top  a  t'Owd  Mill  Lane,  an 
a  May  Day  Green ;  an  as  for  Station  Haases, — King's  Cross  !  whoy 
it's  insignificant  a  t'soide  a  t'sinkhoile  here  ; — toak  abaght  tunels, 
if  onybody  wants  ta  see  a  undergraand  station,  cum  ta  Barnsley. — 
Ho'm  cap'd  et  them  Ambasedors  didn't  cum  ta  tak  t'pattren  on  it 
befoor  they  went  back  ;  the'v  lost  summat  depend  on't.    Then  we'v 
a  hundered  an  twenty  training  schooilsf  for  young  fooaks,  ta  mak 
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em  ready  for  ivcrything, — but  that  wot's  reiglit.  We'v  nother  a 
Lord  Mayor  nor  a  corporation,  but  we're  not  withaght  lo-makers  for 
all  that ;  t'Haase  a  Loards  an  t'Commons  is  nowt  ta  compare  we 
ar  helth, — warehaasemen  and  caanter  hoppers, — they  can  do  omost 
oneything  e  t'lo-makin  loine  ;  as  for  markets,  they  can  mak  em 
loike  nowt.  An  they  can  mak  fooaks  drink  slap  when  ther  nooan 
dry,  an  t'best  on't  is,  they  can  mak  em  drink  wot  sooart  they  think 
proper,  an  ax  nooa  questions.  But  ha'l  say  na  moor,  or  else  all 
t'fooaks  e  England  el  be  wanting  to  cum  ta  Barnsley  ;  an  if  they 
come,  wot  will  they  think, — whoy,  they'v  been  suck'd  in, 

Yo'l  say  its  a  queer  introduction,  r,ooa  it  is,  but  yo  see,  ha  thowt 
as  Mester  Treddlehoile  ed  gooan  ta  t' United  States,  an  thru  there  ta 
t'  (honey)  mooin,  he'd  not  hev  much  toime  ta  say  owt  much  abaght 
hooame,  an  if  he  dosent  thank  me  for  t'job,  yo  owt  ta  doo, 
for  ha  wer  determin'd  et  Barnsley  shudent  be  lost  for  want  ov  a 
trumpeter,  tho  ha  can  nother  bio  nor  dooab  loike  him.  But  he'l 
hev  a  bit  for  us  nooa  daght,  an  it  el  be  welcom  when  it  corns. 

Nah  yo  mun  understand  ha'm  same  as  yo — ha'm  a  free  agent — 
sooa  if  yo  see  owt  e  t'folorin  loines  et  yo  clooant  loike,  lap  it  up  an 
tak  care  on't,  it  may  happen  be  useful  sum  day.  Remember,  ha 
howd  me  oan  oppinions,  an  ha  alaah  iverybody  else  ta  do  t'same  ; 
an  if  ha'm  rong,  they  ma  try  ta  reiglit  me.  But  whoile  ivver  ha  see 
things  gooin  t'rang  rooad,  an  ha'v  a  hand  ta  howd  me  pen,  anreeason 
ta  gide  it,  ha  sh'l  mak  won  ta  try  ta  reight  em  ;  an  if  yo  see  owt 
ageean  drink  or  drink-shops  et  yo  dooant  loike,  be  as  charitable  as 
yo  can ;  but  remember  ha'v  been  a  teetotaler  neerly  twenty  year, 
an  ha  kno  it's  a  good  cause. — An  speik  ha  mun,  pleease  or  not 
pleease.  Ha  hooap  ha  luv  all  men,  (as  men,)  but  sum  a  ther  ways 
ha  abominate. 

Ha'v  nah  dun,  an  if  ha  nivver  meet  yo  here,  ha  hooap  ta  meet  yo 
all  in  better  land,  were  partin  is  na  moor. 

Yours  truly, 

PETER  PLEDGE. 

Pump  Placet 

October  7th,  18G2. 


An  Enlarged  Edition  of  the  "Ficktur  Gallery  "  may  be  looked  for  soon.— 
One  Penny  each. 
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Well,  ha  hardly  kno  where  ta  begin,  h'av  sooa  money  things  emecheead, 
An  when  ha'v  dun  t'best  et  ha  can,  ha'st  forget  a  good  deeal  om  af'reead, 
But  ha'l  tell  yo  no  lies  if  ha  kno  it,  if  ha  mak  oney  blunders,  (wot  then,) 
Ha'st  hev  this  satisfaction,  yo  see,  et  the'l  varey  few  kno  but  mesen. 
Yo  ma  just  understand,  if  yo  will,  (for  ha'l  tell  yo  before  ha  begin,) 
If  ha  do  mak  a  hit  ov  a  slip,  if  yo  pleease,  yo  mun  pardon  the  sin ; 
Ho'm  a  Yorkshireman  that  yo  ma  see,  an  ha'm  loike,  we  me  cuntry  ta 
koine, 

For  thes  meney  a  scoor  same  as  me,  et  niver  could  learn  to  tooak  foine. 
Ho'v  anuther  odd  thing  or  two  yit,  ha  mun  tell  yo  befoor  ha  comence : 
If  yo  see  owt  et  doosent  just  fit,  put  it  daahn,  et  ho'm  wantin  e  sence, 
But  dooant  yo  get  this  e  yer  heeads,  et  yo'v  got  to  he  wimin  and  men, 
An  yo  kno, -all  ther  is  to  be  kno'n,  and  noh'dy  knaws  nowt  hut  yersen. 

Then  bare  a  few  things  e  yer  moind,  and  dooant  let  yer  tnngs  be  arunin, 
An  think  uther  foaks  is  all  blind,  an  yo'r  thankful  et  yo'r  dubble  cunin. 
An  if  sum's  been  ta  Lunnun  thersens,  remember  thes  plenty  et's  not, 
Sooa  its  just  for  them  thero  et  ho'm  nah,  baan  ta  tell  wot  ha  hevent 
forgot. 

When  ha'd  made  up  me  moind  ta  be  off,  an  see  this  gret  wonderful  taahn, 
Ha  felt  mesen  bigger  be  t'hoaf,  thru  t'soil  e  me  feet  ta  me  craahn ; 
Ha  tell'd  one  or  two  wot  ha  ment,  an  they  made  up  ther  moinds  in  a  crack 
Et  they'd  gooa  up  to  Lunnun  for  wonce,if  they  nivver  bed  luck  t'get  back. 

Just  a  nod  shirt  apiece  we  put  up,  an  sooin  e  es  best  we  did  swell; 
Yo'd  a  thowt  we  wer  cockneys  got  up,  for  es  heeads  wer  as  breet  as  a  bell. 
Remember  ha  tell  yo  na  names,  hom  too  fond  a  mesen  ha  can  feel, 
Sooa  just  call  es  Bill,  Ben,  an  Bob,  an  yo'l  mak  it  just  anser  as  weel. 

Thru  Barnsley  we  then  strutted  on,  swell'd  up  same  as  frogs  in  a  sink, 
An  we  march'd  into  t'Royal  Hotel,  an  there  got  es  tickets  loike  wink. 
Then  t'omnebush  drew  up  ta  t'door,  sum  bundel'd  insoide  neck  an  crop, 
But  we  wanted  ta  see  all  we  could,  sooa  we  bundel'd  es  sens  up  a't  top. 

All  reight,  an  we  rattl'd  away,  an  ta  t'  station  haase  very  sooin  got, 
An  when  we  cleer'd  aght,  nivver  moind,  if  we  worn't  a  jumbl'd  up  lot. 
Thear  wer  shop  chaps  thru  t'  Market  Hill  stoors,  and  warehausemon  thear, 
withaght  fail, 

An  ta  mak  up  ar  wonderful  fyatch,  wor  a  Chinaman  thear  wi'  his  tail. 
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In  a  vvhoilo  t'enginc  cum  up  thru  Leeds,  an  dident  we  then  mak  a  fluster, 
But  we  rnanag'd  as  grand  as  cud  be,  into  won  empty  carriage  ta  muster. 
A  puff  an  a  vvistle,  then  oil',  then  wer  wor  es  troubles  (  just  hark)  ? 
We'd  left  em  beheent  ta  be  sure,  for  we'v  plenty  o'  them  at  es  wark. 
Thru  cloiscs,  woods,  valeys  an  glens,  we  wer  baansin  away  at  full  speed, 
When  ha  happen'd  to  just  turn  me  heead,  an  a  curious  fenomena  seed, 
It  'ud  cap  yo  ta  kuow  wot  it  war — an  yer  wise  unclerstandins  ed  throttle, 
It  wer  o'ther  owd  Sam  or  his  gooast,  et  they'd  getten  cork'dup  in  a  bottle. 

But  it  isn't  mah  bisuiss  just  nah,  to  sho  up  owd  Sam  in  his  state, 

But  ha'd  just  tell  young  hardware  an  drill,  ta  shelf  him  befoor  its  ta  late  ; 

An  if  they  shud  travil  ageean,  be  loike  uther  wimin  an  men ; 

Leeave  Sam  in  his  box-hoile  at  hooame,  an  let  him  tak  care  on  hissen. 

Loike  Billey  we  scamper'd  away,  much  faster  than  we  cud  desire, 
An  we  pass'd  an  owd  church  up  a  t'  road,  we  a  queer  lookintumbl'daahn 
spire. 

T'  owd  boss  wouldent  slacken  his  speed,  still  puffiin  and  bloiu  he  went. 
But  he  sooin  wanted  summat  ta  drink,  sooa  he  stopp'd  when  got  up  tu  t' 
Trent.* 

They  alaah'd  us  ten  minnits  or  sooa,  to  get  aght  an  streighten  es  legs, 
Vor  we'd  sitten  two  hawers  or  moor,  an  we  felt  rayther  queer  in  es  pegs ; 
Bill  went  to  look  after  owd  John,  his  cray  we  his  phisick  to  fill, 
But  didn't  ha  laff  when  he  sed,  he'd  lied  sixpence  to  pay  for  a  gill. 

Ten  minnits  wer  varey  sooin  gooan,  when  a  chap  made  a  noise  we  a 
bell, 

They  all  seem'd  to  kno  wot  it  ment,  for  they  galop'd  and  trotted  pell  roell. 
Young  Simon  wer  thear  among  t'rest,  an  Hardware,  an  Oliver  Twist, 
An  they  seem'd  ta  be  dooiu  ther  best,  at  a  poork  pie  apiece  e.ther  list. 

Owd  Sambo  then  wistl'd  for  off,  when  his  boxes  ed  swaler  d  up  t'craad, 
An  ha  worent  long  yo  ma  gess,  e  gooin,  just  at  t'back  ov  a  claad, 
Ha  then  shut  me  winkers  awhoile,  as  into  me  nookinha  slid; 
Young  Barnslcy  ma  laff  in  his  sleeve,  an  thank  his  gook  stars  et  ha  did. 
Owd  Sambo  kept  bloin  his  nooase,  as  he  scamper'd  away  at  full  speed  ; 
An  yo'l  nooane  on  yo  blame  me  for  t'same,  an  for  skippin  a  bit  wot  ha 
seed. 

After  six  hawers  ridin  or  sooa,  in  a  cramp'd  up  an  crooked  condition, 
Sed  Oliver  Twist  to  his  frends,  "  Ha  beleeve  ha  can  see  t'Exibition." 

Ha  just  popp'd  me  heead  aght  a  t'hoile,  an  thowt  it  look'd  desperat  queer, 
Ha  cud  see  nowt  but  cloises  and  trees — ah  the  plague  then  cud  Lunnun 
be  here  ? 

When  ha  look'd  aght  a  t'opposit  side,  ha  thowt  he  wer  softer  then  me, 
For  it's  true  wot  ha'm  nah  baahn  ta  say — a  brick-kiln  wer  all  ha  cud  see. 
A  little  bit  longer  we  trudg'd,  an  on  t'wards  Lunnun  we  bang'd, 
When  Oliver  oppen'd  his  maath — "It's  yonder  or  else  ol  be  bang'd;" 
He'd  hardly  t'word  aght  ov  his  shop,  when  ageean  ha  crept  aght  a  me 
nook, 

An  if  Lunnun  wer  stuck  up  e  t'air,  it  wer  it,  for  all  bildins  wer  smook. 
Owd  Sambo  kept  pullin  away,  an  he  screeam'd  loike  a  jug  on  a  kratch; 
Thinks  ha — tha's  sum  capital  lungs,  tha'd  win  if  ta  scream'd  for  a  match. 
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But  we  see'cl  sum  mat  after  a  bit,  ta  discribe  it  ba'm  cleean  at  a  loss, — 
Be  satisfied  tben  when  ha  say,  we  wer  sooin  putten  daahn  at  King's  Cross. 

We  juinp'd  aght  a  t'box  in  a  crack,  an  ha  stepp'd  up  ta  Eoberd  an  Bill, 
An  ha  tell'd  em  ta  stick  loike  a  leech,  an  good-bye  to  young  hardware  an 
drill. 

We  trundl'd  as  weel  as  we  cud,  thru  boxes,  bags,  bundels  and  bales, 
But  wi'  thrustin  we  cudent  get  cleear  a  French  wiskers  an  Chinamen's 
tails. 

In  a  bit  we  got  aght  intu  t'street,  an  thowt  essens  wonderful  cliver 
To  get  essens  aght  a  sich  throng,  but  we  fon  it  wer  thronger  then  iver. 
We  stood  a  few  minnits  or  sooa,  to  study  which  rooad  we  must  bang; 
Let's  gooa  on  an  risk  it  sez  ha — we  shall  other  keep  reight  or  get  rang. 

Thru  street  after  street  we  then  march'd,  but  we  cudent  woak  on  altogether, 
Thro'  ower  much  crinlin  an  starch ;  but  it  must  a  been  owin  ta  t' wether. 
But  we  got  on  as  weel  as  we  cud,  daahn  Olborn  an  then  up  Sno  Hill, 
Were  ha  seed  a  nowd  frend  stuck  at  top,  an  ha  went  an  just  hed  a  nod  gill. 

Befresh'd  at  that  baantifuJ  spring,  were  moor  then  teetotalers  calls, 
T'Owd  Bailey  we  pass'd  an  then  on,  thru  Newgate  Street  up  ta  St.  Paul's  ; 
We  just  took  a  squint  a  t'owd  chap,  then  turn'd  ta  St.  Martin's-le-Grand, 
An  look'd  t'General  Pooast  Office  o'er,  for  it's  biggest  Pooast  Office  e 
t'land 

We  just  peep'd  at  t'Gowldsmiths'  Hall,  an  then  into  Cheeapsoide  we  went, 
We  jostl'd  thru  t'bustle  an  t'throng,  an  et  t'Mansion  Haase  sooin  stood 
anent : 

T'Lord  Mayor  sits  there  as  a  juge,  an  reighns  for  a  year  loike  a  king, 
Then  his  royalty  sinks  into  fudge,  an  his  rooabs  a  won  soide  he's  ta  fling. 

We  then  fac'd  abaght  an  behowld,  t'Bank  ov  England  wer  just  at  esback, 
Were  they've  got  sa  much  silver  an  gowld,  they've  sowgers  to  gard  it  good 
lack ; 

We  turn'd  of  a  t'rooad  to  es  reight,  es  thowts  ta  sam  up  an  arrange, 
When  derectly  we  fon  essens  stood,  face  ta  face  we  t'newKoyal  Exchange. 

There  wer  t'Waterloo  king  on  a  horse,  stuck  e  t'fruntin  a  gret  oppen  space, 
An  yor  loike  ta  alah  me  ta  say,  ha  thowt  he  wer  aght  ov  his  place ; 
If  they'd  put  ather  Cobdin  or  Bright  e  owd  Duke  a  Wellington's  steead, 
For  won,  ha  shud  reealy  a  thowt,  they'd  hed  comon  sence  e  ther  heead. 

Ha'd  better  just  stop  whoile  ha  say,  yo'l  be  loike  ta  excuse  me  a  bit; 

If  yo  se  a  nod  blunder  or  sooa,  or  a  jointin  et  closent  just  fit, 

Ha  shal  nah  an  then  mak  a  remark,  ha  can't  varey  weel  doo  withaght ; 

An  if  yo  dooant  loike  it,  just  say,  "He's  a  Barnsley  chap  just gettin  aght. 

Altho'  ha'm  a  countryman  green,  an  won  of  a  curious  fry, 

Yo  ma  tak  it  quoite  calm  an  sereen,  if  yo  see  owt  et's  green  e  me  eye ; 

If  ha  seem  ta  kno  moor  then  ha  owt,  just  say  sooa  an  dooant  be  afreead ; 

But  pray  yo  tak  this  into  thowt,  ha'm  not  withaght  tung  e  me  heead. 

After  looking  raahnd  t'Bank  an  t'Exchange,  then  off  santer'd  Bill,  Bob, 
an  me, 

For  es  stomacks  began  ta  feel  queer,  for  want  a  sum  coffee  or  tee ; 
Sooa  we  went  inta  Upper  Terns  Street,  as  big  as  All  England  Eleven, 
An  we  look'd  at  all  t'doors  till  we  got  to  a  hundred  an  eighty  an  seven. 

We  went  in  and  set  essens  daahn,  an  sooin  wer  we  toakin  loike  men, 
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An  t'landlady  1  a  ft  when  she  seed,  wo  wer  Yorkshircuien  same  ashersen. 
Ham  not  won  a  t'best  we  me  tung,  but  ha  acted  as  jeff  do  yo  see ; 
When  she  browt  us  sum  grub,  ha  then  ax'd,  if  shu  cud  foind  beds  for  us 
three. 

M  Oh  yes  P  says  t'owd  lady,  "  all's  reight,"  sooa  we  went  at  it  sippin  es  tee, 
An  we  woalv'd  into  t'bredstuff  ha  gess,  did  Roberd,  William,  an  me. 
When  we'd  tighten'd  es  belts  pratty  weel,  sez  ha,  we'l  just  hev  a  woak 
aght,— 

For  had  stiffen'd  mesen  ha  cud  feel,  an  sooa  hed  booath  tuthers  nooa 
daght. 

Daahn  t'street  we  then  rattl'd  away,  nother  carin  for  peeler  nor  prig, 
An  just  e  foive  minnits  or  sooa,  we  stood  up  a  t'new  Lunnun  Brigg: 
Wo  star'd  we  all  fees  et  we  hed,  but  we  evident  see  hoaf  ther  wer  theer, 
An  t'stceamers  wer  runnin  abaght,  ne'er  moind  if  they  didn't  look  queer. 

We  then  went  ta  look  at  poor  Bill,  for  he  stans  aght  a  door  be  hissen, 
But  not  up  a  Fish  Street  hill,  tho  t'monement  there  we  cud  ken. 
Thru  Eeast  Cheeap  we  went  on  ta  t'Tawer,  an  sooin  wor  we  stood  upo  t'hill, 
An  quizzin  that  owd  fashioned  place,  an  lookin  at  t'sowjers  at  drill. 

"  Ha  wunder,"  sez  Bob,  "  if  it's  here,  were  that  owd  Roman  preest-ridden- 
stock 

Took  meney  a  poor  fayther  an  muther,  ancuttherhecadsoffupa  t'block." 
"  To  be  sure,"  6ez  ha,  "  this  is  t'place,  wer  villans  loike  Bonner  wonce 
stood 

Loike  devils  incarnate,  to  quaff,  whoile  marters  wer  loisin  ther  blood." 
We  went  thru  that  horrible  place,  we  its  thumbscrews  its  collors  an  rack, 
Its  craans  an  its  jewils  ov  state, — its  warriors  fierce-lookin  an  black; 
Its  swords  an  its  pistols  an  guns;  its  mortars  an  cannons  e  stoor; 
Its  beef-eighters  latter  then  pigs,  an  hingers  on,  meney  a  scoor. 
We  shot  off  across  Tawer  Hill,  just  as  day  wer  beginnin  ta  fade, 
An  we  went  past  anutber  gret  haase,  were  they  tell'd  us  all  t'moncy  wer 
made. 

Then  we  turn'd  daahn  a  bit  ov  a  lane,  were  it  led  to,  it  reealy  wer  cappin, 
But  we  woreut  long  foindin  it  aght,  for  it  ledes  thru  t'Tawer  ta  Wappin. 
We  got  up  a  bit  a  fresh  steeam,  an  away  us  three  Yorkshiremen  gooase, 
When  a  chap  ax'd  us  were  we  wer  gooin,  sez  Bill,  "  We're  gooin  cfter  es 
nooase ; 

He  turn'd  his  ees  up  thru  his  feet,  we  a  slico  cut  off  thru  his  clivcr, 

An  we  strutted  off  till  we  got  ta  t'Tunnel  et  gooas  under  t'river. 

We  see'd  a  chap  set  in  a  box,  sooa  we  paid  es  brass  daahn  ta  gooa  in ; 

Ho  laft  when  he  see'd  who  wo  wer,  then  Bob  ged  a  bit  ov  a  grin. 

We  went  daahn  a  bit  ov  a  hoile,  we  didn't  care  much  were  it  led, 

If  it  nobbutkept  far  enuff  off  a  Barnsley  or  Swallerwood  bed. 

My  word,  when  ta  t'bottom  we'd  got,  ha  der  say  we  all  olter'd  es  song, 

For  there  were  a  foine  looking  street,  ha  shud  say  neearly  hoaf  a  mile  long, 

An  a  shop  or  a  stall  wer  there  fix'd  between  ivvery  pillar  or  pooast, 

An  they'd  sell  omast  owt  et  they  had,  just  barin  hot  coffee  or  tooast 

We  got  ta  t'far  end  in  a  bit,  then  Bill  set  him  daahn  e  a  chair, 

Sez  he  " It  beeats  all  et  ha'v  seen,  it's  'queer  street '  is  this  ha'l  declare ;" 

Sez  Bob  "  Let  es  see  wot  we  will,  we'st  nother  get  fuller  nor  father, 

But  west  uiver  sec  nowt  ta  beeat  this,  a  street  runnin  underneith  t'watter." 
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When  we'd  ken'd  all  we  wanted  ta  see,  we  went  agbt  a  t'Tunnel,  an  then 
Thru  Wappin  es  steps  we  retrac'd,  an  got  ta  es  lodgins  at  ten. 
Ha'd  t'belley-ake  rareley  that  neet,  we  laffin  at  Roberd  an  Bill 
Explainin  that  wunderful  street,  as  they  set  o'er  a  tankard  a  swill. 

Bare  e  moind  it  wer  Sunday  next  day,  but  ha  hooap  we  all  tried  ta  do 
reight  : 

We  wer  up  an  off  aght  befoor  six,  an  back  ta  es  brekfast  at  eight ; 
That  finished,  we  then  made  es  way  thru  Ludgat  Hill,  Fleet  Street,  an 
t'Straud, 

Just  peepin  at  Summerset  Haase,  then  marchin  loike  dogs  e  a  band. 

A  that  widely-famed  Exeter  Hall,  we  just  got  a  glance  an  na  moor, 
An  ^Northumberland  Haase  wer  just  same,  were  t'lions  wer  stuck  ower 
t'door. 

We  then,  all  at  wonce  we  may  say,  dropp'd  inta  that  butiful  square, 
Were  they'd  putten  poor  Nelson  the  brave,  on  ta  t'top  ov  a  pillar  e  fair. 

We  wer  capp'd  whooa  that  wor  up  a  t'horse,  but  we  worent  long  gettin 
ta  kno, 

It  wer  Charles  et  hed  been  aght  a  door,  whoile  he'd  getten  as  black  as  a 
kro : 

Sez  Bill,  "  Nah  ha'l  tell  the  wot  Bob,  for  a  king  he's  a  reeal  disgrace ; 
Whoy  it's  meney  a  year  ha  shud  say,  sin  he  hed  oney  sooap  on  his  face." 

We  went  thru  Trafalgar  Square,  daahn  Parlement  Street  as  we  reckon'd, 
An  sooin  wer  at  t'back  a  t' Whitehall,  alookin  at  Charley  the  Second  : 
Sich  sorrow  wer  stamp'd  on  his  face,  es  feelins  it  reealy  did  shock, 
Ta  see  him  e  pointin  ta  t'place  were  his  faather  wer  kill'd  on  a  block. 

We  cross'd  ower  t'rooad  e  a  jifT,  an  thru  t'Horse  Gards  we  pass'd  into 
tPark, 

There  two  English  bulldogs  wer  stood,  but  they  did'nt  think  proper  ta 
bark ; 

We  pass'd  em  an  went  under  t'trees,  an  t'dogs  didn't  bare  us  na  malace, 
Sooa  on  ta  St.  Jameses  we  went,  an  thru  there  up  ta  t'Bukingham  Palace. 

Sum  sowgers  were  trottin  abaght,  an  meney  a  lot  moor  cud  be  seen ; 
We  wer  tell'd  they  wer  Granedeer  Gards,  as  belong'd  ta  ar  good  little 
Queen. 

Shu  worent  at  hooam  ha  cud  see,  for  ha  nivver  see'd  t'Union  Jack : 
God  bless  ner  sez  ha  ta  meseD,  en  ha  hooap  shu'l  safely  get  back. 

Then  we  turn'd  to  esleft  thru  a  gate,  were  it  led  tait  didn't  much  matter; 
We  seem'd  ta  kno  this  much  at  leeast,  t'name  wer  summat  loike  wotmeil 
an  watter. 

There  wer  all  sooarts  e  woakin  abaght,  sum  dress'd  e  full  stile  an  sum 
shabby ; 

But  we  left  em  we  t'aquatick  ducks,  an  we  went  ta  Westminster  Abbey. 

It  appear'd  we  wer  rayther  too  late,  but  we  went  in  an  set  essens  daahn 
Wot  a  lot  a  foine  parsons  we  see'd,  an  they  ivvery  won  preich'd  in  a  gaan. 
But  nah  let  me  speik  an  yo'l  see,  as  a  Churchman  ha'm  reealy  a  dunce, 
For  ha  ne'er  wer  sa  capp'd  e  me  loife,  as  ta  heer  em  all  preichin  at  wonce. 

Sez  ha  ta  freed  Roberd  an  Bill,  "  This  licks  all  et  ivver  ha'v  seen, 

For  ha  can't  tell  a  word  et  they  say,  ther  just  same  as  geese  on  a  green  ;" 

Ha  just  ax'd  a  chap  wot  it  ment,  (a  cockney  ha  thowt  be  his  height,) 
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"  They  are  singing  their  prayers"  sez  he,  sooa  ha  thank'd  him  and  sed  it 
wer  reight. 

But  we  left  em  ta  sing  an  ta  reead,  for  it  did'nt  do  us  oney  good; 
T'impression  it  made  upa  me,  it  ed  just  a  dun  t'same  upa  wood. 
We  went  ta  Westminster  Bridge,  tho  sum  fooaks  el  think  it  wer  queer, 
We  act'ly  took  shippin  an  sail'd  reight  off  daahn  taLunnun  Bridge  peer. 

My  word,  it  wer  splendid  ta  sail  loike  that,  upon  t'Tems  in  a  booat ; 
There  wer  sooameney  objects  ta  see,  an  sooa  meney  ships  wer  aflooat. 
As  sooin  as  we'd  got  under  t'bridge,  es  brests  we  sad  pity  wer  fill'd, 
When  we  look'd  et  that  reck  of  a  place,  were  poor  Mester  Braidwood  wer 
kill'd. 

Past  t'Custom  Haase,  t'Tawer  an  docks,  away  did  owd  cut  watter  steer, 
An  smartly  we  went  ta  be  sure,  till  we  got  daahn  ta  t'Tems  Tunnel  peer; 
Then  thumpin  an  splashin  we  went,  we  fooaks  a  all  nations  an  linage, 
Past  Depford  we  sail'd  e  a  crack,  an  sooin  after  landed  et  Grinage. 

"  Ha  wunder  wot  this  is,"  sez  Bill,  "  for  it  flogs  allt'gretbildins  ha'v  seen 
Ha'm  afreead  hast  ne'er  sattle  na  moor,  when  ha  get  back  tat'Upper  C — r 
Green." 

Bob  shufTel'd  his  hat  farther  back,  a  purpos  ta  hev  a  good  squint, 

For  he  thowt  it  wer  foiner  be  t'hoaf,  than  t'Tawer,  Spo  Terrace  or  t'Mint. 

Sez  ha,  "It's  a  pallace  ha'm  sure,  an  ha  can't  think  it's  oneything less ;*' 
"  That's  reight,"  said  a  chap  at  stood  by,  "  an  it  us'd  ta  belong  ta  Queen 
Bess, 

But,"  sez  he,  "  it's  a  hospital  nah,  an  a  hooarae  for  t'owd  jolly  Jack  tars 
Wot's  spent  all  ther  days  up  at  t  sea,  an  got  safely  back  aght  a  t'wars." 

We  woak'd  up  an  daahn  for  a  whoile,  till  es  belleys  begun  ta  get  thinner, 
Then  we  went  ta  t'Pump-handel  Hotel,  an  got  a  hard  biskit  for  dinner. 
We  went  into  t'Hospital  next,  were  foive  or  six  hundred  wer  eightin  ; 
A  far  better  job  ha  shud  say,  then  shooitin,  an  stormin,  an  feightin. 

T'owd  gentlemen  look'd  vary  smart,  as  they  tell'd  us  sum  owd-fashon'd 
news, 

An  they  seem'd  quite  at  hooam  an  at  ease,  dress'd  up  e  ther  dubble-tail'd 
blues. 

Tho  meney  were  owd  an  infirm,  an  scars  a  ther  faces  they  bore, 
Yet  cheerful  an  happy  wer  they,  for  nah  wor  ther  warfarin  o'er. 

Thes  won  thing  et  pleeased  me  reight  weel,  an  it's  grand  a  theease  jolly 
owd  men, 

An  sho's  et  tho  sailors  they  be,  ther  thowts  isn't  all  for  thersen. 

For  wot  they  hed  spare  thru  ther  dinner,  wer  laid  aght  just  same  as  befoor, 

An  a  rare  lot  a  messes  they  made,  an  then  they  wer  gien  aght  ta  t'poor. 

Then  up  inta  t'bedrooms  we  went,  but  ha  can't  tell  yo  t'number  for  meney, 
For  they'd  all  got  a  place  ta  thersens,  an  t'beds  wer  as  cleean  as  apeney. 
It  wer  grand  ta  see  t jolly  owd  tars,  sum  bareheead  an  sum  e  ther  cap, 
Sit  smiliu  an  reeadin  t'owd  book,  whoile  uthers  wer  gettin  a  nap. 

We  shifted  es  quarters  wonce  moor,  an  thru  t'painted  hall  we  then  wont, 
We  wer  all  sa  bewilder'd  we  t'seet,  we  hardly  cud  tell  wot  it  ment; 
Loike  greenhorns  we  wander'd  abaght,  starin  up  at  all  t'pickturs  at  wonce ; 
We  wer  makin  good  use  on  es  toime,  ta  see  all  we  cud  whoile  we'd  chonce. 

Two  jackets,  a  waiscoit,  an  stock,  we  see'd  thru  sum  glass  e  a  whoile, 
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Et  belong'd  ta  Lord  Nelson  they  sed,  wot  he  wore  at  Trafalgar  ant'Noile, 
An  there  in  a  little  black  case,  wor  t'watch  et  he  hed  in  his  fob, 
When  that  scamp  ov  a  villain  took  aim,  an  did  poor  Lord  Nelson  his  job 

In  anuther  case  cuver'd  we  glass,  is  a  lot  a  things  carefully  spread, 
Sich  as  tablespooins,  buttons  an  forks,  anknoives  et  ed  hardly  cut  bred ; 
Ha  wer  capp'd  when  ha  see'd  et  them  things,  lock'd  up  e  that  glassey 
pertition, 

"Wer  relicks  et  wonce  hed  belong'd,  ta  poor  Franklin's  North  Pole  Ex- 
pedition. 

Ha'm  not  baahn  tatell  yo  na  moor,  wot  e  t'Hospital  met  wees  ken, 
An  if  yo  dooant  loike  it,  (say  ha,)  gooa  ta  Grinage  an  see  for  yersen. 
Thru  t'hall  we  cross'd  ower  ta  t' chapel,  ta  beer  em  play  t'organ  an  sing. 
We  wer  vastly  taain  up  na  depend,  we  all  et  cum  inta  es  fling, 

We  next  took  a  woak  inta  t'park,  an  scrambl'd  up  telescope  ledge, 
But  befoor  we'd  hoaf  gotten  ta  t'top,  we  wer  sweeatin  loike  brocks  in  a 
hedge ; 

We  just  hed  a  squint  thru  a  glass,  an  rarely  deloighted  wer  we, 
For  it  browt  neearley  all  et  we  see'd,  ha  ma  say,  omast  under  es  ee. 

We  shedel'd  off  under  sum  trees,  an  went  aght  at  top  end  a  t'park, 
En  we  fon  essens  upa  Blackeeatb, — a  queer  place  ta  be  on  e  t'dark; 
Whoile  there,  it  just  popp'd  e  me  heead,  aye,  just  loike  aleetnin  flash, — 
Rowland  Hill  wer  wonce  stopp'd  abaght  here,  an  tell'd  ta  deliver  his  cash. 

We  stopp'd  ta  see  all  et  we  cud,  for  ta  see  em  ageean  we  might  nivver, 
Sooa  we  fon  aght  a  different  rooad  ta  leead  us  away  daahn  ta  t'river. 
We  wer  gooin  past  a  picktur  shop  door,  when  away  scamper'd  Roberd 
an  Bill, 

Declarin  ther  throits  wer  made  up,  an  they'd  just  hev  a  tankard  a  swill. 

When  t'dust  hed  got  pratty  weel  sleck'd,  they  came  aght  a  t'shop  we  a 
bang, 

An  away  we  then  went  daahn  ta  t'booat,  ta  heer  sum  moor  gibberish  an 
slang : 

They  ma  toak  abaght  t'Tawer  a  Babel,  an  abaght  ther  confusion  a  tungs, 
Whoy,  it's  nowt  ta  compare  we  them  French,  when  ther  geein  full  vent 
ta  ther  lungs. 

If  we'd  nobbut  a  knon  wot  they  sed,  we  shud  heeard  a  sum  curious  tales, 
A  English  barbarians  an  beef,  asteead  a  ther  frog-pys  an  snales. 
Let  em  stick  ta  ther  tooad-soace  an  muck,  it  el  just  suit  ther  stumacks 
ta  t'letter ; 

But  we'l  stick  to  es  puddin  an  beef,  till  we  foind  sumat  aght  et  suits  better. 

Well,  we  got  inta  Lunnun  all  reight,  an  wer  sooin  on  a  dubble  quick 
march ; 

Thru  Upperlip  Square  we  went  streight,  then  turn'd  inta  Fop  Street  an 
starch  : 

We  a  good  deeal  a  bloin  an  puffin,  ta  Spurgin's  grand  temple  we  got, 
An  tho  we  got  there  abaght  foive,  ther  wer  meney  a  scoor  upa  t'spot. 
We  stood  just  as  still  as  we  cud,  for  an  hour  an  a  quarter  or  moor, 
If  that  worent  patience,  wot  wer?  but  my  word,  when  they  oppen'd  us 
t'door, 

Ha  wer  varey  neer  t'furst  ta  get  in,  an  ha  scamper'd  up  three  steps  at 
wonce ; 
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It  merit  little  whooa  wer  belieent,  ha  inent  a  frunt  seeat  if  ha'd  chonce. 

Ha  got  a  frunt  seeat,  an  turn'd  raahnd,  Bob  an  Bill  wer  just  stuck  at  me 
back ; 

Ha  sh'l  nooan  be  far  wrang  when  ha  say,  f  Tabernacle  war  filled  in  a 
crack. 

We'd  not  long  ta  stare  up  an  daahn,  befoor  Mester  Spurgin  cum  in, 
An  he  stood  be  a  table  an  chair,  an  sooin  did  his  servise  begin. 

But  his  sarmon  came  on  in  a  whoile,  but  ha  cudent  get  into  his  creed, 
An  it  wudent  a  suited  at  all,  if  he  hedent  a  olter'd  his  speed. 
Tho  t'wether  wer  hot,  he  wer  cow'd,  an  button'd  reight  up  ta  his  chin, 
But  when  he  got  wharm  he  threw  off,  an  Charity  then  enter'd  in. 

Owd  Fillpot  just  popp'd  e  me  moind,  he  wer  there  let  me  do  what  ha  wud, 
An  ha  thowt  they  wer  reealy  akin,  for  they  wer  booath  us'd  to  chewin 
ther  cud ; 

Ha'd  ray  ther  be  t'hoaf  they'd  cum  aght,  loike  Him  whooase  they  reckon 
ta  be. 

For  ev'ry  man's  debt  did  He  pay,  an  thru  Him  wer  we  all  setten  free. 

Mester  Spurgin's  gret  temple  we  left,  an  away  to  es  lodgins  we  sped, 
Es  suppers,  an  won  hawer's  chat,  an  then  we  wer  ready  for  bed ; 
An  pratty  weel  tired  wer  we,  but  ha'm  nooan  gooin  ta  say  which  wer 
t'whorst ; 

But  we  got  fast  asleep  do  yo  see,  an  it  finishes  canto  the  furst. 


T'next  mornin,  be  sooin  efter  foive,  (yo  sluggards  an  muddle-heeads 
hark  it,) 

We  woak'd  into  Thredneedle  Street,  an  thru  there  into  Bilinsgate  Market : 
Whoy,  it  bet  all  et  ivver  ha  seed,  when  at  Pogmoor  we  Mester  McNabs, 
For  codfish,  my  word  wot  a  breed,  an  salmon,  periwinkles  an  crabs. 

Ther  wer  fish  enuff  there  ha  shud  say,  ta  sarve  hoaf  a  Lunnuu  an  moor, 
An  dog-carts  ta  tak  it  away,  o'l  be  bun  ther  wer  meney  a  scoor. 
There  wer  oisters,  an  musels,  an  sooals,  an  lobsters  as  black  as  a  coil, 
An  snailhorns,  a  boney  old  lot,  e  sum  tubs  in  anuther  gret  hoile. 

There  wer  meney  a  looad,  an  nooa  gab,  a  all  sooarts  a  things  tabe  seen. 
Thru  shrimps  up  ta  tolbert  an  crab,  an  macrel  striped  we  green  ; 
But  we  thowt  et  they'd  happen  mak  shift,  withaght  Bob,  an  Billey,  an  me ; 
Sooa  we  set  off  e  dubble  quick  toime,  sum  uther  fresh  object  ta  see. 

We  went  up  ta  t'Custom  Haase  door,  an  inta  t'long  room  we  wer  gooin, 
But  deer  ah  ta  day,  we  wer  agbt,  we  wer  two  or  three  hawers  too  sooin; 
Sooa  we  cross'd  Tawer  Hill  in  a  nack,  caring  little  for  boults,  bars,  or 
locks, 

An  in  a  few  minnits  or  sooa,  we  wer  daahn  at  St.  Katherin's  Docks. 

It  wer  just  abaght  six  ha  shud  think,  for  t'men  wer  e  gooin  ta  ther  wark, 
An  a  chap  stood  e  t'door  as  they  pass'd,  et  ha  thowt  wer  a  underhand  clark. 
We  woak'd  in  as  bowld  as  a  bee,  expectin  he'd  happen  ne'er  see  us, 
But  he  ax'd  us  es  bisnis,  says  ha,  ,1  We'er  gooin  ta  look  raahnd,  if  yo 
pleease." 
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"All  reight,"  sooa  we  marched  away,  were  a  wbooal  lot  a  barrels  wer 
stood, 

Bob  wanted  ta  kno  wot  wer  in,  sez  ho,  "Whoy  destruction  an  blood;" 
He  stood  loike  a  sheep,  an  sez  he,  "Ha  dooant  understand  thee,  begum," 
"  Then  Bob  nobbut  listen  ta  me,  ther  full  a  gin,  brandy,  an  rum.'' 

They  wer  struck  in  a  minit,"  says  ha,  "just  barken  ta  me  if  yo  will, 

That  stuff  e  them  tubs  et  yo  see,  is  the  d  1  transf'orm'd  inta  swill; 

An  its  swill  a  the  varry  wharst  sooart,  its  got  such  a  lurein  speJl, 

As  meny  a  won  kno's  to  ther  cost,  wot's  gooane,  an  sum  livin  as  well." 

Thru  t'Docks  we  then  wander'd  away,  ta  look  at  them  ships  up  t'watter, 
An  we  pok'd  es  nooase  in  were  we  cud,  whether  office  or  shed — didn't 
matter  ; 

Ther  wer  things  thru  all  nations  an  climes,  thru  a  cat  ta  a  chinaman's 
junk, 

An  boxes  an  barrels  nooa  lack,  thru  a  herrin  tub  daahn  ta  a  trunk. 

When  we'd  ken'd  all  ther  wor  ta  be  seen,  we  then  made  es  way  up  ta  t'clock, 
For  tho'  we  wer  Yorkshiremen  green,  we  kno'd  it  wor  t'rood  aght  att'dock, 
T'ow'd  feller  wer  still  at  his  pooast,  (ha  dooant  mean  a  thing  made  a  wood), 
Sooa  we  bid  him  good  mornin  and  pass'cl  as  politly  as  ivver  we  cud. 

We  went  t'gainest  rooad  et  we  knew,  an  we  got  to  eslodgins  wonce  moor, 
An  ha  think  yo'l  believe  what  ha  say,  we  laid  in  a  plentiful  stoor ; 
When  we'd  got  in  a  dacent  supply,  then  off  inta  Saathwark  we  went, 
For  we'd  made  up  es  moinds  wot  ta  doo,  and  to  woak  dahn  ta  Sidenham 
we  ment. 

We  padded  daahn  ow'd  Kent  Rooad,  tho  a  little  bit  aght  ov  es  way, 
But  we  call'd  ta  see  sumbody  we  knew,  that  accants  for  es  gettin  astray ; 
Whoile  we  wer  thus  paddin  es  hoof,  and  makin  tor  Camberwell  Green, 
Bill  neerly  kiss'd  graand  we  his  nooase,  thru  tuppin  a  legin  masheen. 

Thru  Dulwitch  we'd  nobut  just  got,  when  Bob  holor'd  aght  see  the  Bill, 
Thes  a  thing  seems  to  sparkle  e  t'claads,  tho'  it  looks  just  at  top  o  yond 
hill ; 

Ha  cast  me  ees  up  in  a  twink,  an  ha  see'd  summat  gliterin  e  t'sun, 
Whoy  that  e'l  be  t'lantren  tower,  says  ha,  ha  dare  ommost  be  bun. 

We  reiched  t* grand  emporium  at  last,  an  a  wot  a  butifull  seet ! 
Whoy  it  looked  ta  be  all  made  a  glass — it  wer  reealy  a  wunder  compleet. 
We  paid  daahn  es  brass  an  went  in,  an  sooin  we  wer  struck  we  amaze ; 
Sez  ha,  "  This  beeats  Haladin's  lamp,  wot  ged  sich  a  wunderfull  blaze." 

We'd  nooan  getten  far  if  yo  pleease,  when  summit  dropp'd  under  es  ken : 
Sum  chaps  stuck  at  top  a  sum  pooasts,  stark  nak'd  an  as  big  as  mesen. 
Sez  Bill,  "  Its  a  shame  an  a  sin  ta  be  sooa,  thru  ther  craahns  ta  ther  tooas, 
An  it's  cappin  ab  ivver  it  is,  et  they  dooant  let  em  put  on  ther  clooase. 

Remember  good  foaks,  if  yo  will,  ha'm  not  gooin  ta  spin  yo  a  rooap ; 
2ila  masheen 's  sadly  minus  a  geear,  sooa  this  el  be  plenty  ha  hooap  : 
Thes  sa  meney  thred-endins  ta  tee,  yo  mun  just  tak  em  all  as  they  cum, 
For  som  on  yo,  happen  loike  me,  gets  a  finger  turn'd  inta  a  thum. 

But  thes  one  thing,  alah  me  ta  say,  to  yo  ets  ne'er  been  of  a  hooame, 
If  yo  want  ta  see  owt  et's  away,  nah  moind  yo,  yo'l  hev  ta  gooa  to'em; 
Then  sam  up  yer  pence  an  be  off,  an  yo'l  foind  it  much  better  ha  think, 
Then  ta  tak  it  away  ta  owd  swab,  an  swap  it  for  swillins  or  drink. 
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As  it's  not  e  me  nob  ta  say  much,  a  this  w underfill  palace  ov  fame, 
Just  gooa,  an  yo'l  see  for  yersens,  an  yo'd  better  tak  we  yo  yer  dame ; 
Yo'l  foind  her  a  butiful  prop,  if  yo  shud  feel  loikely  ta  fall ; 
An  when  up  ta  t'palace  yo'v  got,  dooant  let  her  bo  thrusten  ta  t'wall. 

We  went  past  a  gret  singing  seeat,  were  a  organ  were  stuck  fair  et'middle  ; 
There  wer  sum  droin  sticks  o'er  a  tub,  whoile  uthers  wer  scrapin  a  fiddle; 
A  chap  stood  e  t'frunt  we  a  stick,  an  it's  true,  ha  wer  sadly  afreead 
He'd  other  be  hittin  hissen  or  them  tub  scraper  reight  ower  t'heead. 
We  there  see'd  sum  butiful  plants,  but  mark,  they  wer  growin  et'watter, 
They'd  leeaves  loike  a  gret  table  top,  an  just  laid  as  flat,  if  not  flatter, 
An  there  t'cristal  faantain  wer  fix'd  ;  we  past  it  an  went  up  ta  t'screen, 
Were  all  t' British  Monarks  wer  stood,  thru  t'conquoror  ta  Victoria  ar 
Queen. 

Then  inta  t'owd  Pompieean  Haase,  an  plenty  moor  plases  went  we; 
H'am  not  gooin  ta  say  wot  they  wer.  when  yo  gooa  up  yersens  yo  ma  see. 
Amang  t'Exwemoes,  tTndians,  an  t'Blacks,  we  wander'd  abaght  for  an 
hawer, 

Then  made  es  rooad  aght  at  t'riorth  end,  up  four  hundred  steps  on  ta 
t'tawer. 

"  My  gracious  !"  sez  Roberd  an  Bill,  "wot  a  terrible  height  we  hev  got, 
Tho  it's  varey  queer  gooin  daahn  t'hill,  we'sthev  ta  gooa  back  ta  t'owd  lot.'1 
Sez  ha,  "let's  be  thankful  a  this,  we'v  a  choice  a  deeal  better  then  Dobson, 
An  if  poor,  may  we  ne'er  be  as  low,  as  Roupel,  or  Redpath,  or  Robson." 

"  Ha  feel  sooa  exolted,"  sez  Bill,  "  ha'v  a  curious  thing  e  me  nob, 
If  yo  chaps  el  nobbut  agree;'' — "  Ham  there  in  a  minnit,"  sez  Bob  ; 
Then  William  browt  forrad  his  scheem — "It's  this  me  lad  Ben,  dost  a  see, 
Ha  want  thee  ta  write  ta  es  wives,  just  lettin  em  kno  were  we  be.'' 

Tjob  suited,  nah  mak  yersens  sure,  for  ham  fond  ov  a  comical  plan  ; 
Ha  wer  nooan  long  e  makin  a  desk,  then  took  aght  me  tooils  an  began; 
Yv^e  a  pencel  ha  wrote  ta  es  ribs,  ta  tell  em  we'd  gooan  up  e  t'air, 
But  ha  didn't  say  which  rooad  we  went,  ta  kno  it  they'd  nooan  on  em  care 

We  me  stump  ha  then  travil'd  away,  ten  minnits  compleeted  me  job  ; 
Ha  tell'd  em  a  thing  or  two  moor,  an  it  satisfied  William  an  Bob. 
Ha  pack'd  up  me  traps,  an  wot  then,  whoy  ha  just  tuk  a  turn  or  two 
raalmd 

Ta  look  daahn  at  Gulever's  men,  as  they  strutted  away  up  a  t'graand. 

Thru  t'tunnel  we  shot  in  a  crack,  an  on  ta  t'top  landing  we  went, 
Then  took  two  or  three  steps  at  wonce,  an  finally  made  es  desent ; 
Ageean  inta  t'glass  haase  we  pass'd,  a  few  moor  od  wunders  ta  see, 
An  a  strowl  amang  t'bushes  an  shrubs,  an  a  woak  thru  that  monsterous 
tree.* 

King  Ramees  war  set  on  a  stooil,  he  look'd  ta  be  twenty  feet  high ; 
His  heead  wer  loike  t'nob  a  St.  Pall's,  we  a  boolder  stuck  in  for  a  eye. 
Sez  Bob,  "  He's  a  foine  looikin  lad,  he's  grown  ha  shud  think,  sin  he  deed, 
Whoy,  Anock's  tall  sons  ed  be  nowt,  he's  t'biggest  et  ivver  ha  see'd. 
Owd  Ramees  we  left  we  his  bruther,  an  up  inta  t'gallery  we  went; 
But  it  issent  ma  bisness  ta  tell,  all  we  see'd  e  that  butiful  tent, 
It  ed  tak  a  book  neearly  as  big  as  t'booaster  or  t'Eestern  stooan,  * 
An  if  Ramees  hed  that  on  his  rig,  he'dshaat  aght peccavi,  an  giooan. 
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We  made  as  much  haste  as  we  cud,  e  looikin  ower  t'pickturs  and  t'stalls, 
Daahn  t'stairs  we  then  travil'd  ageean,  looikin  aght,  as  we  thowt,  efter 
squalls, 

But  es  heeads  wer  beginnin  ta  think,  et  es  stumacks  ed  do  we  sum 
meight, 

Sooa  then  we  begun  ta  look  aght,  uot  for  squalls,  but  for  summat  ta  eight. 

We  wer  just  letten  in  if  ya  please,  for  we  drop'd  a  sum  curious  scenes, 
For  nockin  abaght  in  a  hoile,  wor  nearly  all  sooarts  a  masheens ; 
The  wer  hidrolick  presses  an  sich,  an  a  meney  moor  curious  things, 
Thru  mules  up  t  a  stitcliin  masheens,  and  shears  ta  clip  needles  and  pins. 

We  took  a  squint  raahn'd,  to  be  sure,  an  watch'd  em  mak  needles  be  tens' 
But  before  we'd  seen  hoaf  a  t'things  there,  it  wer  toime  to  see  after  es 
sens ; 

We  push'd  es  rooad  inta  t'next  street,  my  word  what  a  lot  ther  wor  there  ; 
Says  Bob,  "  Whoy,  ol  tell  the  wot  Ben,  ther  must  be  a  market  held  here." 

We  sooin  fon  it  aght  wot  wor  up,  for  we  see'd  a  chap  stuck  in  a  tub  ; 
If  they  ged  him  sum  brass,  he  ged  them  a  ticket  for  swanky  or  grub  ; 
We  got  a  bio  aght  among  t'rest,  but  deerly  we  paid  for  es  wistle, 
For  aht  ov  a  shilling  at  best,  they'd  just  be  tenpenorth  a  gristle. 

Ta  mak  a  bad  job  a  bit  wharse,  away  went  booath  Roberd  an  Bill, 
An  a  shillin  took  aght  a  ther  purse,  to  pay  for  two  buckets  a  swill, 
Says  ha  totheease  wunderfull  jems,  "Yor  sartanly  nooan  withaght  pluck, 
For  whoile  yo  drink  slap  aght  a  t'Tems,  yor  e  eightin  a  dolop  a  mud:  " 

Then  aght  on  ta  t'terrace  we  went,  as  sooin  as  they'd  eten  ther  stew, 
An  thaasands  a  flawers  wer  there,  a  all  sooarts  a  color  an  hue  ; 
We  see'd  sum  things  stuck  e  sum  ponds,  my  stars  ah  they  squirted  away, 
We  ax'd  a  chap  wot  they  wer  dooin,  says  he  "  they  are  fountains  at  play." 

We  went  a  bit  farther  daahn  t  hill,  an  set  es  sens  daahn  upa  t'green, 
An  tho  it  wer  sich  a  grand  day,  thru  t'claads  we  cud  hardly  be  seen ; 
We  blo'd  em  away  we  es  lungs,  then  went  ta  look  after  sum  fun ; 
We  fon  it  aght  when  we  got  there,  as  t'ow'd  woman  sed,  t'gam  ed  begun. 

Quite  throng  wor  a  whooal  lot  a  swells,  we  sum  cuntrefi'd  Bartles  an  Bens ; 
They'd  a  lot  a  new  ow'd-fashion'd  barrers,  an  they  jump'd  in  and  weel'd 
em  ther  sens ; 

Says  ha,  it's  a  bit  a  grand  fun,  an  Bill  seem'd  e  regular  trim, 

He'd  a  hed  a  nod  weel-barrer  ride,  but  he  kno'd  they'd  be  laffin  at  him. 

But  won  covy  look'd  rayther  sooin,  as  he  shov'd  his  ow'd  barra  abaght, 
He  wer  wooakin  an  thrustin  beheent,  an  woipin  his  face  we  a  claght ; 
Says  Bill,  "  Mun,  tha'd  better  get  in,  it  il  just  be  as  easy  tha'l  see, 
Ta  gooa  e  tinsoide  as  at  aght,  an  the  passage  el  just  be  as  free." 

Sum  cockneys  then  set  up  a  rooar,  when  Bill  ed  deliver'd  his  speech, 
But  Caleb  kept  thrustin  away,  an  he  stuck  ta  his  cart  loike  a  leech. 
We  left  em  ta  finish  ther  song,  an  laff  at  poor  Jeremey's  jigs, 
Whoile  we  went  a  bit  farther  still,  ta  t'swinging  booats,  t'donkeys,  an 
t'gigs. 

Ther  wer  childer,  booath  little  an  gret,  just  hevin  ther  midsummer  trip  ; 
There  ridin  a  Hons  an  bares,  wer  childer  we  hair  a  ther  lip  ; 
Them  bigguns  wer  pleeasder  be  t'hoaf,  then  t'young  uns  et  cudent  say  lop ; 
An  as  owd  watter  Jooa  us'd  ta  say,  "  Sooin  pleeas'd  is  a  fooil  an  a  fop." 
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Bang  bang  we  cud  heear  sumat  gooa,  sez  Roberd  "Thes  t'Rushans  be 
gum," 

"  Nay,  sui'ely  "  sez  Bill  "  it's  nooan  them,  it's  just  a  few  rebbles  et's  cum." 
As  for  me,  ha  wer  nooan  scar'd  a  bit,  sooa  ha  slipp'd  raahnd  a  sooart  ov 
a  gable, 

An  be  hang'd  if  ther  worent  sum  chaps,  throng  shooitin  away  at  a  table. 
When  they  booath  fon  it  aght  wot  it  wer,  they  wanted  na  biddin  ta  stop. 
Sez  Bill,  "  If  ta  loikes  me  lad  Bob,  we'l  shooit  for  a  bottle  a  pop  ;" 
"  Agreed  on,"  sooa  at  it  they  went,  t'wer  a  contest  booath  hevy  an  hard  ; 
They'd  nobbut  a  nod  shot  apiece,  an  Bill  won  it  be  neearly  a  yard. 

Then  we  set  off  at  wonce  ta  gooa  back,  an  es  bodies  we  gied  em  full 
scooap  ; 

We  wer  freead  a  been  rayther  ta  late,  ta  see  Blondin  woak  up  a  t'rooap  ; 
But  when  we  got  up  on  ta  t'frunt,  we'd  abaght  hoaf  an  hawer  ta  spare, 
Sooa  ha  set  claahn  ta  hev  a  nod  bio,  in  a  rickety  rush-bottom'd  chair. 

Ha'd  na  sooiner  got  daalm  e  me  seeat,  off  went  Mester  Roberd  an  Bill, 
An  e  nah  they  cum  looaden'd  compleet,  we  anuther  od  bucket  a  swill. 
They'd  sam'd  up  an  owd  chair  apiece,  intending  ta  shorten  ther  pegs, 
Daahn  went  Mester  Bob  in  a  crack,  for  his  rushee  ed  nobbut  three  legs. 

Wa  squar'd  essens  up  in  a  bit,  an  wer  puffin  away  we  es  might, 
When  a  cockney  cum  baancin  ta  me,  "If  yo  plaaseVill  yo  give  me  a  light." 
An  he  bent  daahn  his  heead  we  a  will,  ta  leet  his  segar  (clever  yaath), 
But  ha  brust  aght  a  laffin  we  Bill,  for  he'd  getten  rang  end  in  his  maath 

We  see'd  fooaks  beginin  ta  moove,  a  bit  neerer  t'senter  ta  sit, 
Says  Bill,  we'l  do  t'same  if  ya  pleease,  sooa  we  made  preparations  to  flit  ; 
Bob  threw  his  ow'd  chair  on  his  rig,  an  he  march'd  away  at  a  slap, 
We  worant  so  far  thru  his  heels,  and  Bill  wer  well  looaden'd  we  lap. 
Ther  wer  plenty  just  waitin  ta  see,  an  ax  thersens  ah  it  ed  lit, 
In  a  minit  they  folor'd  us  three,  and  sooin  made  a  regular  flit ; 
We'd  hardly  got  fix'd  on  es  stumps,  were  we  thowt  we  cud  get  ta  see 
t'mooast. 

When  Blondin  was  droan  on  a  rooap,  ta  a  box  upa  t'sentral  pooast, 

He  stood  a  few  minits  or  sooa,  but  they  rattled  away  did  his  band, 
He  nodded  ta  t'fooaks  daahn  below,  then  took  a  long  powl  in  his  hand  ; 
We  his  woakin  stick  safe  in  his  fist,  he  feerlessly  step'd  onta  t'string. 
An  sooin  we  see'd  doncin  e  fair,  that  world  fam'd  Niagra  King. 

He  play'd  a  few  dodges  e  t'middle,  then  off"  he  shot  into  his  box ; — 
They  say  he  did  t'same  when  he  went  over  t'watter  fall,  t'river,  an  t'rocks  ; 
Then  he  march'd  off  agean  in  a  whoile,  after  noddin  to  t'multitude  vast, 
An  he  tumbl'd  and  tippel'd  an  ran,  till  he  got  to  his  central  mast. 

Ha  wor  pleas'd  when  he'd  landed  all  safe,  tho'  he  dident  seem  freead  ov 
his  booans. 

But  ha  thowt  if  he  happen'd  ta  slip,  he'd  be  hurtin  liissen  upa  t'stooans  ; 
Ha  were  goodin  mesen  et  he'd  doone,  when  Bill  shated  aght,  "  See  the 
Bob, 

He's  teed  a  claght  over  his  ee's,  an's  puttin  a  seek  oe'r  his  nob." 

When  he'd  made  hissen  ready  for  off,  he  just  ged  a  few  ov  his  jumps, 
Moy  stars  wot  a  figer  lie  cut,  we  his  seek  hinging  dahn  ta  his  stumps. 
Ha  wor  scar'd,  whether  he  wor  or  not,  for  he'd  hardly  got  on  ta  his  rooap. 
When  ha  look'd  for  him  tumblin  off,  we  hcvin  his  journey  ta  grooap. 
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But  he  seein'd  ta  kno  better  then  me,  for  he  scamper'd  away  on  his  trip, 
He  cud  run  an  then  stan  on  his  heead,  an  pretend  ta  mak  meney  a  slip, 
He  tippei'd,  an  tumbled,  an  jump'd,  then  spun  hissen  raahnd  loike  atop. 
Then  he  made  as  much  haste  as  he  cud,  an  he  bundel'd  hissen  in  his  shop. 

He'd  then  be  ten  minnits  or  moor,  on  his  pinacle  lookin  abaght, 
An  gettin  all  reddy  befoor  he  went  back  on  his  overland  raght. 
His  appeerance  he  varey  sooin  made,  an  there  up  a  t'rooap  we  cud  ken 
He  wer  weelin  a  barra,  good  lack !  we  a  chap  in  as  big  as  hissen. 

Sez  Bob  "  It's  a  mesterpiece  this,  a  smacker,  we'r  bun  ta  speik  fare, 
Ta  see  a  man  weel  on  a  rooap,  full  thirty  yards  high  ol  declare  ; 
01  be  bun  for  it,  Blondin  ed  sweeat,  for  ha  shud,  if  it  ed  been  me, 
But  had  nooan  a  been  that  chap  e  t'cart,  for  all  et  ha  ivver  did  see." 

But  he  landed  him  safe  in  his  box,  an  we  thowt  he'd  done  plenty  for 
wonce, 

An  Blondin  thowt  t'same  it  appears,  for  he  nipp'd  it  as  sooin  as  he'd 
t'chonce ; — 

He  wer  sooin  in  his  basket  an  off,  just  loike  a  Poll  Parrot  en  (mark), 
Loike  t'doove  when  it  cudent  foind  rest,  he  wer  dron  back  ageean  inta 
t'ark. 

We  went  back  ta  t'Pallace  ageean,  but  ta  get  up  them  steps  wer  a  job  ; 
"  Theease  confaanded  crinoleen  hoops,  ther  aght  a  all  reeason,"  sez  Bob  ; 
He  wer  thinkin  things  o'er  nooa  daght,  we  t' words  hingin  still  on  his  lip, 
He'd  just  cleear'd  his  toe  an  got  aght,  when  his  fooit  ged  a  bit  ov  a  slip. 

An  behowld,  if  ther  worent  just  then,  a  woakin  baloon  passin  by  ; 
His  fooit  ed  got  in  aboon  trim,  an  tore  a  slit  hoaf  a  yard  high. 
He  ne'er  begg'd  her  pardon  nor  nowt,  but  he  slunk  off  as  sooin  as  he  cud 
For  he'd  left  all  his  manners  et  hooam,  as  he  thowt  they  wer  nooan  varey 
good. 

"  Nah,"  sez  ha,  "me  lads,  Koberd  an  Bill,  ha'm  just  gooin  ta  leeave  yo 
ta  mend, 

For  ha'm  gooin  on  be  Camberwell  Park,  ta  see  a  perticular  trend, 

But  tak  ma  advice,  if  yo  will,  or  maybe  yo'l  be  in  a  fix,  — 

Tak  t'train  in  an  hawer  or  sooa,  an  dooant  be  nooa  later  then  six. 

Sooa  ha  left  em  an  made  me  way  aght,  an  wer  sailin  away  loike  abrickey, 
When  a  carriage  o'ertook  me  a  t'rooad,  an  we  t'cooachman  ha  rode  upa 
t'dickey ; 

He  wer  reealy  a  good-harted  chap,  as  oney  e  Lunnun  ha'd  seen, 
An  ha  thank'd  him  an  bid  him  good-by,  when  ha'd  gotten  ta  Camber- 
well  Green. 

Ha  call'd  an  took  tea  we  a  frend,  an  anuther  ha  happen'd  ta  meet, 
An  grandly  two  hawers  did  spend,  then  bundel'd  mesen  inta  t'street. 
Ha  made  sich  good  use  a  me  legs,  an  trundel'd  away  be  mesen, 
Foive  miles  wer  woak'd  o'er  in  a  crack,  an  got  ta  me  lodgins  at  ten. 

Ther  Bill  wer  a  smookin  his  pipe,  an  ha'd  hardly  got  stuck  a  me  seeat, 
When  t'landlady  laft,  and  sez  shu,  "  They've  perform'd  a  mooast  wunder- 
f'ul  feeat;" 

Sez  ha,  "Pray  yo  wot  hev  they  done?  for  ha  kno  ther  booath  extra  cliver, 
Hev  they  been  a  nod  jurney  ta  t'sun,  or  hev  they  been  woakin  e  t'river  ?" 

"  Whoy,  Ben  lad,"  sez  Bill,  "  is  it  thee  ?  but  ol  speik  if  ta'l  nobbut  ge  ear, 
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We've  been  lost  for  two  hawers  or  moor,  not  foive  minnits  woak  off  aheer ; 
We'd  no  sooiner  got  safe  aght  a  t' train,  then  we  rayther  set  off  in  a  hurrey. 
An  asteead  a  gooin  o'er  Lunnun  Brig,  we  sail'd  it  off  daahn  inta  Surrey." 

Sez  Bob,  "  Nab,  ol  tell  thee  wot  Bill,  we  wer  lost,  an  it's  aetly  true, 
An  ha  wer  just  baahn  ta  ax  es  rooad  hooam,  whenhasee'da  chapdress'd 
up  e  blue ; 

But  we  hedent  got  far  off  a  t'spot,  when  a  blackin  lad  came  in  es  seet, 
Sez  ha  "Can  ta  tell  es  t'rooad  hooam,  "  Ta  be  sure,  sir,  how's  yer  poor  feet?'' 

"  Hal  tell  thee,  sez  ha,  if  ta'l  stop,  but  Jerrey  was  off  in  a  crack, 
An  he  scamperd  away  we  his  box  an  his  brushes  at  top  ov  his  back. 
A  bobby  wer  t'next  et  we  met,  an  we  ax'd  him  if  he'd  be  as  good 
As  tell  us  were  we'd  getten  rang,  an  put  us  freight  rooad  if  he  cud. 

He  laft  when  he  see'd  whooa  we  wer,  an  he  sooin  show'd  us  were  we  wer 
rang : 

We'd  ta  travil  t'rooad  back  et  we'd  cum,  an  play  at  thred-needle  we  t' throng. 
We  stopp'd  just  ta  get  a  nod  pot,  when  we  seed  we  wer  able  ta  win, 
An  then  made  anuther  fresh  start,  an  just  got  in  heer  a  bit  sin." 

Had  a  jolly  good  laff  ta  mesen,  when  had  listen'd  ta  all  et  they  sed, 
'Cos  ha  knew  ha'd  sum  wark  for  a  pen ;  sooa  then  we  went  reight  up  ta  bed ; 
We  wer  nooan  lang  e  fallin  asleep,  for  we'd  done  rayther  moor  nor  we 
recond ; 

An  yo'l  nooan  on  yo  grumble  to  see,  this  finishes  canto  the  second. 


PART  TI-IIIUD. 

T'next  morning  be  sooin  after  foive,  we  wer  up  an  wer  ready  for  off, 
Tho  Bob  wer  a  bit  off  a  t'hooks,  for  he  hed  ta  keep  stoppin  ta  coff. 
We  made  for  t'Owd  Bailey  an  t'Fleet,  then  thru  Temple  Bar  inta  t'Strand  ; 
We  happen'd  ta  look  across  t'street,  an  ther  wer  a  picktur  at  hand. 

It  were  summat  e  t'form  ov  a  woman,  tho  hardly  desarvin  a  t'name, 
An  if  her  two  legs  cudent  woak,  it  worent  because  they  were  lame. — 
A  laffin  stock  there  shu  wer  fix'd,  while  raahnd  her  bed  gether'd  a  troop, 
For  her  legs  wer  as  fast  as  a  thief,  entangl'd  e  t'iron  hoop. 

Sez  ha,  "  It's  a  flinter  is  this,  shu's  thurty  toimes  whorse  then  a  beeast, 

It  knos  when  it's  just  hed  enivff,  an  enuff  is  as  good  as  a  feeast. 

We  left  her  ta  tumble  an  toss,  an  got  hersen  lose  as  shu  cud, 

An  oft'ta  Covent  Garden  we  went,  ta  looik  after  summat  moor  good. 

Ha  ne'er  wer  sa  cap'd  e  me  loife,  an  ha'st  nooan  be  far  rang  when  ha  say, 
Ther  wer  waggons  an  carts  enew  there,  ta  tak  Covent  Garden  away. 
Ther  wer  pineapples,  tumeps  an  spods,  an  onions  an  peers  a  galoor, 
An  carrots,  an  apples,  an  plums,  they'd  a  fitted  all  Barnsley  an  moor. 

When  we'd  seen  all  we  cud,  ha  ma  say,  e  that  sweetest  (not  grandest) 
a  plases, 

Sez  William,  "  Ah  far  are  we  off  a  that  clock  et's  got  sooa  meney  faces;" 
In  a  minnit  ha  twigs  wot  he  ment,  but  sez  ha,  "  Mun,  th'art  rang  e  the 
nob," 

But  ha'd  hardly  t'words  aght  a  me  maath,  "Dost  a  meean  t'seven  dials?" 
sez  Bob. 
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•'Oh  aye,  ta  be  sure,"  sez  Bill,  "  ha  must  hev  been  off  into  nodham," 
'•  But,"  sez  ha,  "  tha  mun  waken  up  nah,  for  th'art  just  gooin  ta  drop 
inta  Sodhani." 

We  got  inta  t'sink-hoile  at  last,  sez  ha,  "  Ar  ta  waken  owd  frend, 
Thes  seven  rooads  here  dosta  see,  an  a  man-trap  at  ivvery  rooad  end." 

E  Sodhaui  we  didn't  stop  long,  for  it  felt  rayther  hard  upa  t'grain, 
Sooa  we  march'd  off  as  weel  as  we  cud,  an  made  for  up  Drury  Lane, 
An  there  a  gret  bildin  we  see'd,  we  pillars  all  t'lenth  ov  a  street, — 
A  trap  were  owd  Sam  sets  a  bait,  ta  weedle  young  fooaks  at  a  neet. 

Then  raahnd  a  street  corner  we  turn'd,  an  wot  e  the  world  shud  we  see, 
But  a  powl  hung  e  strings  o'er  a  shop  :  sez  ha,  "This  is  t'place  taatee;" 
Sooa  ha  went  in  an  ged  a  squint  raahnd,  an  Bill  stood  e  t'door  hoile  ta 
gape, 

For  he  sed  much  an  moor  et  ed  seen,  a  animal  just  loike  a  ape. 

Ha  set  messen  daahn  on  a  stooil,  an  this  monkey-man  lather'd  me  chin, 
An  he  gabbl'd  away  loike  a  fooil,  but  his  words  wer  all  blarney  an  din. 
Ha'dt'patiance  a  Jooab  ha  may  say,  an  set  upa  t'stooil  loike  a  monk, 
An  he  scrap'd  and  he  lather'd  away,  as  he  wud  a  deead  pig  on  a  plonk. 

He  finish'd  his  job  in  a  bit,  still  gablin  away  at  his  full, 
Then  he  took  up  a  pair  a  ow'd  sheer's,  an  he  sooin  hed  em  inta  me  wool ; 
Says  ha,  "  Th'art  a  reglar  trump,  and  a'l  patiantly  wate  till  tha's  done, 
If  ta  gie's  me  a  duk  under  t'pump,  for  wonce  tha  sh'l  just  hev  the  run." 

When  that  operation  wer  o'er,  he  kept  on  a  runin  coment, 
Loike  a  block  ha  set  still  a  me  stooil,  determin'd  to  kno'  wot  he  ment ; 
Ha'd  nooane  ta  waite  long  e  suspense,  for  he  took  daahn  a  sooart  ov  a 
tub, 

An  he  tem'd  summat  on  ta  me  heead,  an  he  gie'd  it  a  regular  scrub. 

"  G-ooa  at  it  ow'd  feller,"  sed  ha,  "  for  me  garret  el  do  we  a  wesh," 
An  it  suited  me  daahn  ta  a  peg,  for  it  sartanly  felt  summat  fresh ; 
Whenhe'd  scrub'd  for  ten  minits  or  sooa,  his  nooasehip  wer  off  in  a  clatter, 
But  he  worent  long  ere  he  wer  back,  we  a  slappin  gret  bowl  full  a  watter. 

He  ged  me  a  bit  ov  a  nod,  as  he  put  it  daahn  on  to  a  sink, 
Soo  ha  sam'd  me  sen  up  in  a  crack,  for  a  nod  wer  as  good  as  a  wink. 
When  ha  bent  mesen  daahn  over  t'tub,  Bill  and  Bob  wer  just  ready  ta 
brust ; 

Then  nooasy-man  took  up  a  squirt,  and  dident  he  peppjer  me  crust. 

Ha'd  hed  a  few  baths  e  me  toime,  tho  nobut  a  cuntryman  green, 
But  ha'd  ne'r  hed  a  bath  e  me  loife,  loike  monkyman's  squirtin  masheen. 
Ha  woip'd  mesen  dry  as  a  thread,  then  daahn'd  mesen  on  ta  a  clog, 
An  he  tem'd  me  sum  oil  a  me  heead,  still  kroakin  just  same  as  a  frog. 

He  got  me  trim'd  up  in  a  bit,  an  hawer  he'd  spent  o'er  me  nob, 
An  as  ha  cudent  tell  wot  he  sed,  ha  threw  daahn  a  tanner  for  t'job ; 
He  presently  took  up  his  coin,  and  grin'd  loike  a  cat  in  a  cage : 
Sez  ha,  "A'l  not  bother  we  t' change,  for  ha  think  lad,  tha's  haddled*  the 
wage." 

Ha  made  me  way  up  ta  a  glass,  just  thinkin  to  hev  a  nod  ken, 
But  mind  if  ha  worent  tain  in,  when  ha  fon  it  wer  nooane  a  mesen  ; 
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Says  Bill,  "If  yor  Bet  see'd  theeuah,  shu'd  laff  whoile  her  belly  wer  sooar, 
For  wantin  to  pass  the  sen  off,  for  a  chap  et  she'd  ne'r  seen  befooar." 

Hed  a  now'd  frend  thru  Barnsley  been  there,  we  his  traps  an  his  phisog 
masheen, 

Yo'd  a  seen  Peter  Pledge  vary  loike,  noane  sa  far  of  a  t'swoine  market 
green. 

So  long  as  frend.  W  r,  worent  there,  ha  got  me  phis  put  in  a  cage, 

An  its  loikely  yol'  sum  on  ya  see  it,  befoor  ya  dee  we  ow'd  age. 

Whoile  yer  waitin  ta  see  Mester  Pledge,  yo  ma  travil  we  me  if  yo  will, 
An  leave  Diogenes  in  his  tub,  and  gooa  on  we  Bob,  me,  an  Bill ; 
We  sh'l  trot  on  as  fast  as  we  can,  on  this,  es  third  day,  expedition, 
Thru  monkey-man's  shop,  till  we  got  ta  t'cabbage  bed  gret  exibition. 

Loike  giants  refresh'd  we  new  woine,  we  wer  sailin  along  Regent  street, 
When  ha  heeard  a  chap  say,  "Ain't  it  fine,  you  Yorkshiremen,  how's  yer 
poor  feet  ?" 

Says  ha,  "Th'art  a  brick  ha  can  see,  tha  belongs  to  a  curious  fry, 
Dusta  think  tha  cud  catch  me  a  flat,  withaght  ony  green  in  his  eye." 

We  then  made  a  extra  moove,  an  got  daahn  ta  t' quadrant  loike  billy, 
But  we  turn'd  into  Burlington  Arcade,  and  then  inta  ow'd  Picadilly ; 
Anuther  odd  hawer  we  march'd,  in.  an  aght  loike  a  dog  at  a  fair, 
We  t'Denby  Dale  pye  at  es  nooase,  an  t'dish  cover  reight  up  e  fair. 

We  trudg'd  on  as  weell  as  we  cud,  ther  wer  meny  a  hundred  e  gooin, 
We  got  daahn  to  Brompton  at  last,  but  just  hooaf  a  nawer  ta  sooin ; 
We  just  took  a  squint  raahn'd  abaght,  an  sed  wot  we  thowt  upa  t  job, 
"  If  t'inside's  no  better  than  t'aght,  has't  be  rarly  suck'd  in,"  sez  frend 
Bob. 

Then  Bill  oppen'd  aght,  an  sez  he,  "  O'lbe  hang'dif  its  owt  ta  compare, 
We  Bretton  Hall  stables,  nooane  it,  nor  yit  hoaf  as  foine  o'l  declare ; 
As  for  t'bricks,  ther  not  fit,  now  indeed,  ta  stick  in  a  mistle  or  shed,  - 
For  ther  t'faalest  et  iver  ha  see'd,  ther  nother  blue,  yoler,  nor  red." 

"  Yo'v  gen  yer  oppinions,"  sez  ha,  "  an  really  yo'v  acted  loike  men, 
Ham  olas  as  pleas'd  as  can  be,  to  hear  a  man  speik  for  hissen ; 
But  yor  rather  ta  hard  upa  Fouks,  if  he  nobbut  heer'd  yo  he'd  fraan, 
For  his  bildin,  ha  think,  looiks  as  foine,  as  t'Bastile  at  Barnsley  owd 
taahn." 

Fooaks  hedent  begun  ta  gooa  in,  sooa  we  went  up  ta  t'general  shop, 
An  a  got  a  pull  we  me  poipe,  whoile  they  got  a  tankard  a  slop. 
Blon  up  weel  we  poorter  an  smook,  we  went,  an  they'd  just  oppen'd 
t'door ; 

Moy  word  wot  a  lot  wer  gooin  in,  they'd  be  two  or  three  hundred  scoor. 

Yor  loike  ta  just  listen  ageean,  for  o'l  tell  yo  befoor  ha  begin, 
Ha'm  nooan  gooin  ta  bother  me  heead,  so  much  abaght  t' things  et  wer  in  ; 
If  ha  did,  ha  shud  hev  ta  be  ta'en,  ta  won  a  them  butilull  schooils, 
Loike  that  et  ther  is  at  eeast  moor,  a  sylum  for  madmen  an  fooils. 

We  went  thru  a  turnabaght  gate,  when  we'd  geen  em  a  loikness  a  t'Queen, 
An  es  ees  wer  sooin  fix'd,  ha  ma  say,  on  a  rich  an  magnificent  seen ; 
Moy  goodness !  but  did'nt  ha  stare,  when  a  cockney  cum  swaggerin  bould  : 
"  Do  yo  see  that  gret  pyramid  there,"  sez  he,  "  it's  Australian  gould." 

Sez  ha  "  Me  owd  frend  it's  na  good,  th'art  rang  e  thee  heead  beleeve  me, 
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It's  a  pyramid  made  up  we  wood,  an  wesh'd  o'er  we  gould  dost  ta  see ;" 
But  didn't  he  hing  his  low  lip,  in  a  confloberated  defeeat, 
An  he  went  taward  t'faantan  an  then,  he  set  hissen  daahn  on  a  seeat. 
We  went  taward  t'faantan  essens,  wer  Bill  same  as  uthers  must  swell, 
Sooa  his  nooase-claght  he  dipp'd  inta  t' spring,  for  t'watter  sa  grandly  did 
smell ; 

He  ged  us  a  wink,  an  sez  he,  "  Dooant  gooa  an  tak  me  for  a  flat," 

"  We  cannot  do  that,"  sez  ha,  "  Bill,  tha'l  be  ower  loike  a  Muscovy  cat " 

Nah  it's  nooan  sa  much  bisniss  a  mine,  ta  tell  abaght  things  et  wer  there, 
As  t'little  transactions  et  pass'd,  whoile  under  that  disb-cuver  queer. 
Tho  thrustin  eigbt  bawers  loike  bricks,  and  looikin  weel  efter  mesen, 
Ha  didn't  kno  much  mooL*  at  six,  then  ha  did  when  ha  went  in  at  ten. 

Ta  think  a  won  tenth  et  ha  seed,  whoile  ha  wer  at  Kensington  feeast, 
Ha  shud  just  want  a  memory  as  long,  as  thru  Barnsley  ta  bedlam  at 
leeast, 

An  as  that's  sich  a  fooil  of  a  place,  it  el  nooan  be  a  fooil  of  a  plan, 
Ta  ge  it  yo  just  of  at  top,  an  keep  aght  a  there  if  ha  can. 

Ta  look  at  that  lectrick  clock,  we  wanted  no  specks  do  yo  see, 
For  t'handles  wer  bigger  then  Pall's,  an  four  feet  taller  then  me. 
We  set  essens  daahn  on  a  seeat,  ta  hev  a  nod  squint  at  es  charts, 
Then  went  thru  a  dark  looikin  place,  to  a  street  full  a  waggons  an  carts. 

A  few  uther  things  wer  among,  sich  as  weelbarras  made  loike  a  sledge  ; 
We  steeam  ploos  an  drills,  a  good  lot,  thru  a  threshin  masheen  ta  a  wedge. 
Ther  wer  all  sooarts  a  boxes  ta  grind,  an  things  ta  cleer  t'cloises  a  wicks, 
An  a  thing  ta  mak  muck  inta  clay,  an  turn  em  aght  pantiles  an  bricks. 

Ther  wer  stuff  ta  mak  all  sooarts  a  grub,  an  wood  tamak  tables  an  chairs' 
An  brushes  an  bristles  ta  scrub,  thru  bezoms  ta  foine  camel  hairs ; 
Ther  wer  wax  and  lump  sugar,  an  sooap,  an  candles — moy  word  wot  a  kit, 
They'd  a  lasted  a  month,  o'l  be  bun,  if  we'd  hed  em  at  N — h  G — r  Pit. 

We  see'd  sum  gret  pieces  a  coil,  were  they  cum  thru,  ha  didn't  heer  sed, 
But  ha  warrent  ther  worent  nooan  there,  ta  compare  we  es  oan  Barnsley 
bed. 

Ther  wer  just  a  few  fosselsan  shales,  but  hardly  worth  carriage  wer  they, 
Ha'v  seen  a  deeal  foiner  at  hooam,  withaght  woakiu  two  miles  away. 

An  there  wer  sum  pieces  a  wood,  French  polish'd,  an  stuck  on  an  end, 
They  came  thru  Australia,  ha  think,  a  desperat  long  journey  ta  send. 
There  a  organ  stood,  thurty  feet  high,  a  grand  un  ha'd  hev  yo  ta  kno, 
An  twenty  feet  brooad  ha  shud  say,  an  ed  two  little  engines  ta  bio. 

If  ha  wer  ta  tell  wot  ha  seed,  it  ed  tak  me  a  terrible  whoile, 
After  gooin  loike  a  snail  o'er  a  leeaf,  not  under,  but  over  ten  mile, 
Ha  sh'll  pick  a  few  things  as  they  fit,  an  sho  em  ta  t'best  a  me  nolege, 
But  remember,  ha  work  at  a  pit,  an  at  hooam  eits  me  crowdy  an  porrige. 

Tho  critics  ma  slight  me  remarks,  an  turn  up  ther  nooase  at  a  letter, 
But  we  t'same  sooart  a  tooils  as  mesen,  they'd  happen  nooan  do  it  much 
better ; 

For  ha'v  nobbut  me  memory  ta  trust,  an  it's  varey  forgetful  an  queer, 
An  it's  nah  seven  weeks,  ha  shud  say,  sin  ha  see'd  wot  ha'm  tellinyo  heer. 

We  went  under  t'pye  lid  ageean,  or  ha'd  better  just  say,  it  wer  t'doom, 
An  we  see'd  a  mooast  butiful  screen,  an  Christ  risin  aght  ov  his  toomb. 
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Just  then  ha  wer  turnin  me  raahnd,  ta  look  at  a  bevy  a  swells, 
An  ha  seed  sich  a  grand  Gothick  tawer,  an  in  it  sum  butiful  bells, 

Ther  wer  eight  honey  brass  ens  at  hand,  fix'd  up  on  a  new  fashion'dplan, 
An  a  wot  noist  tunes  they  cud  play,  an  all  cud  be  done  we  won  man. 
We  see'd  sum  gret  iron  gates,  an  a  faantan  a  t'same  sooart  a  stuff ; 
An  two  little  fellers  wer  there,  an  Oliver  lookin  quite  gruff. 

"  Good  gracious  !"sez  Bob,  "  but  ha'm  off,  tastop  abaghthere  thesnafun, 
Just  look  at  them  bulldogs  an  laff ;  whoy,  we  must  a  got  inta  Bull's  Run." 
He'd  a  shot  off  at  wonce  if  he  dare,  an  a  gotten  sixpenorth  a  guzzle, 
For  he  thowt  a  deeal  more  abaght  that,  than  he  did  abaght  Armstrong's 
muzzle. 

It  wer  sumwere  not  far  off  a  t'stairs,  ha'v  forgotten  which  side  they  wer  on, 
Sum  jolly  owd  chaps  wer  stood  there,  wot  wer  livin  e  t'toimes  a  king  John, 
Ha  thowt  if  they'd  been  livin  nah,  wudent  they  a  been  jolley  owd  men? 
But  moind,  it  wer  them  et  made  John,  sign  t'Gret  Magna  Charta  we 
t'pen. 

Ther  wer  t'scaffoldin  there  et  they  us'd,  ta  put  up  t'dish  cuver  an  t'nave. 
A  peehannah  wer  gooin  its  rig,  but  ther  worent  a  Grecian  slave. 
We  went  daahn  sum  steps  an  behould,  sum  watter  wer  runnin  away, 
Sooa  ha  put  a  sup  inta  me  chist,  for  had  hed  varey  little  that  day. 

Ther  wer  lithographs,  lether  an  skins,  alpacca,  guns,  pistols,  an  swords, 
An  t'armor-clad  Warrior  wer  there,  we  its  brest-plates  a  steel,  an  not 
booards. 

We  went  on  as  weel  as  we  cud,  thru  furneter,  framework  an  frills; 
Aght  a  won  curt  an  inta  anuther,  among  t'cheena,  t'hardware,  an  t'drills 

We  wer  starein  an  gapin  abaght,  an  thaasands  wer  just  dooin  t'same, 
When  we  heeard  a  nowd  chap  singing  aght  "  Wotivver  wer  yond  little 
flame?" 

Anuther  chap  mended  it  sooin,  sez  he,  (as  he  cock'd  up  his  wig,) 
"  If  Tredlehoile's  been  up  ta  t'mooin,  it's  a  star  he's  browt  daahn  on  his 
rig." 

Sez  Bill,  "  Nah  yor  booath  on  yo  rang,  or  yo'v  gotten  sum  duste  yer  een> 
01  be  bun  it's  that  gret  Koinor,  et  belong'dta  ar  good  little  Queen." 
When  we  got  a  bit  neerer  ta  see,  it  look'd  loike  a  bit  a  cut  glass, 
Sez  Bob  "  It's  mooast  cappin  ta  me,  if  that's  worth  a  million  a  brass." 

We  wer  puffin  an  thrustin  away,  ta  get  aght  a  that  motley  throng, 
When  Bill  got  a  tup  o'er  his  heead,  we  a  powl  abaght  twenty  feet  long, 
Bob  laft  when  he  see'd  wot  wer  up,  sez  he  "  Prathe  moind  what  th'art 
dooin, 

It's  a  thing  et  they  look  thru,  is  that,  when  they  want  ta  see  t'owd  chap 
e  t'mooin." 

When  we'd  look'd  at  all  t'silver  an  gowld,  an  t'gret  clock  a  Benson's  an 
sich, 

We  turn'd  essens  raahnd,  an  then  see'd  owd  Sbakespeer  we  Tabatha 
Twitch, 

An  Lady  Godiva  wer  there,  an  there  wer  Miss  Nightingale  seen  ; 
Lamented  Prince  Albert  wer  there,  an  sooa  wer  Victoria  ar  Queen. 

Ha'm  not  gooin  ta  tak  ya  ta  Spain,  nor  Portugal,  Prussia,  nor  Greece, 
Nor  Italy,  nor  Turkey,  nor  France^  nor  America  whoile  they  inak  peace ; 
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An  yo'l  thank  me  for  not  gooin  sa  far,  o'ertheese  forin  cuntrys  tarooam, 
For  yo'd  hev  ta  cry  aglit  a  yer  feet,  sooa  we'l  ee'n  stay  a  bit  neerer  hooam. 

Tho  were  not  gooin  ta  travil  away,  but  stop  as  rieer  booam  as  we  can, 
Ha' in  just  loike  ta  mention  Mineer,  or  be'l  think  ha'm  a  curious  man. 
Tho  be's  not  wun  at  cleeanest  a  cbaps,  it  worent  quite  muck  up  ta  t'maath, 
As  we  step'd  across  t'rooad  inta  t'shop,  ta  look  at  his  "  Star  ov  the  Saath." 

We  went  under  t' western  doom,  tho  it  reealey  wor  awkward  ta  pass, 
Them  crinoleens  took  sa  much  room,  amang  t'cheena-plates,  silver,  an 
glass. 

Ther  were  bloin  masheens  for  a  band;  an  cabnits,  an  soide-booaids,  an 
shawls, 

An  woakin  sticks,  bagnits,  an  guns,  an  a  pulpit  withaght  oney  stalls. 

Thru  Austria  an  Garmany  too,  we  next  bed  a  bit  ov  a  spell, 

But  we'd  better  not  gooa  thru  ageean,  perchonce  it  shud  mak  es  feet  swel). 

As  for  woolin  an  cotton  an  stuff,  gould,  silver,  an  iron,  an  steel, 

Ther  wer  plenty  booth  finish'd  an  ruff,  thru  a  pincushion  daahn  to  a  week 

In  to  t'engineers'  court  we  went  next,  amang  fleet-haases,  t'ladders,  an 
locks; 

Ther  wer  all  sooarts  a  fire-escapes,  an  viaducks,  bridges,  an  docks. 
But  won  thing  if  yo'l  believe  me,  et  neerley  sent  me  in  a  trance, 
Wor  a  railway  ta  run  under  t'sea,  ta  fasten  owd  England  ta  France. 

When  we  shifted  ageean,  nivver  moind,  if  ther  worent  summat  likely  ta  see, 
Ther  wer  all  sooarts  a  things  yo  cud  name,  wot's  e  use  ta  kill  sich'  loike 
as  me ; 

As  for  things  ta  cut  throits — wot  a  mess,  thru  t'claymoor  ta  t'brooad 
sooard  an  t'spear, 

An  bull  dogs — thru  ow'd  fashion'd  Bess,  ta  t'six  hunder'd  paander  wer 
there. 

Booats,  beacons,  and  battres  cums  next,  thru  t'toime  a  gret  Harry  the 
Eight; 

Wot  a  contrast  ther  is  e  t' world  nab,  e  things  they  mak  use  on  ta  feight; 
Ther  wer  all  sooarts  a  ships  ha  shud  think,  thr a  a  merchantman  daahn  ta 
a  keel, 

Thru  a  nowd  fashion'd  thing  loike  a  junk,  ta  t'Warrior  we  a  coit  made  a 
steel. 

We  popp'd  over  t'cheena  an  glass,  and  Wedgwood's  fine  dishes  ov  state, 
An  Elkinton's  silver  an  gould,  an  Harey  Emanel's  plate; 
Thru  t' throng  we  then  elbow'd  es  way,  and  went  beheent  maantan  ov  leet, 
An  there  ha  cud  stop'd  hoaf  a  day,  it  wor  sich  a  beautiful  seet. 

Ha  wor  vary  neer  thinkin  had  got,  into  McLintock's  stitchin  emporium, 
Ther  wersewin  masheens  sich  a  lot,  but  they  didn't  sew  t'semi-cinctorium. 
Ingravin  an  printin  wer  there,  but  Bill  was  as  dry  as  a  booane, 
When  he  see'd  a  chap  buftin  away,  and  cuttin  sum  niches  in  a  stooane 

They  wer  there  makin  needles  an  pins,  and  cud  vary  sooin  nock  of  a  peck, 
An  there  they  wer  makin  gould  chains,  an  meddJes  ta  hing  raahnd  ther 
neck ; 

Type  castin  wer  there  ta  be  seen,  and  there  they  wer  printin  be  hand, 
An  we  see'd  an  ingravin  masheen,  altogether  it  reealy  wer  grand. 

Then  all  sooarts  a  hardware  wer  t'next,  thru  a  looking-glass  stooave  to  a 
can, 
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An  jimcracks  a  ivvery  shape,  made  a  iron  an  steel,  an  japan ; 

Sum  fire-tongs,  fenders,  an  fans,  thru  Eotherham  an  Sheffield  we  seed, 

An  pot-hooks  and  pin-wire  pans,  thru  Brumagem  plenty  indeed. 

Ha  then  took  a  hop,  stride  an  a  jump,  oe'r  hoxes,  an  bedsteads,  an  bells, 
An  ha  went  an  shak'd  hands  we  a  pump,  for  better  then  mixtures  wot 
smells, 

Ha  got  a  good  swig  nivver  fear,  for  worent  it  sent  us  ta  drink, 
It's  far  befoor  porter  or  beer,  or  swankey  or  whipcooard  ha  think. 

We  went  inta  t'engin  shop  t'next,  a  noist  little  corner  compleet, 
Et  ed  be  abaght  fifty  yards  wide,  an  t'length  ed  be  foive  hunder'd  feet, 
But  Bedlam  wor  nowt  ha  shud  say,  nor  yit  a  steem-ship  upa  t'ooshen, 
To  t'clatter  when  all  wer  e  play,  amang  that  masheenry  e  mooashen. 

Sez  Bob,  "  Pray  ya,  were  hev  we  get,  this  is  t'up  tak  a  all  et  hav  seen, 
Whoy  thes  ivvery  thing  here,  or  ho'm  chet,  thru  a  threed  to  a  milkin 
masheen." 

Sez  Bill,  "  Its  nooa  fooil  of  a  shop,  moy  gracious  wot  things  they  can 
mnk, 

Whoy  its  fifty  toimes  bigger  then  mine,  an  Simon  Snooks's  garden  a  t'back." 

Ther  wer  engin's  be  Mandsley  an  Field,  eight  hundred-horse  power  or 
moor, 

An  engins  booath  little  an  big,  ha  shud  think  ther  wer  meney  a  scoor ; 
Sum  wunderful  moddles  we  see'd,  for  Her  Majestie's  ships  up  a  t'sea, 
Sich  as  t'Valiant  we  t'iron  coit,  an  t'Rainbow,  an  t'Agincurt  three. 

Ther  wer  things  ta  mak  cotton  an  stuff,  an  carpet  looms,  jineys,  an  mules. 
An  masheens  ta  mak  bacca  an  snuff,  but  smookin  jacks  worent  e  t'rules; 
Ther  wer  hammers  an  punchin  masheens,  an  things  ta  work  iron  an  wood, 
They  cud  plain  it,  mould,  mortice,  an  carve,  an  turn  ther  work  aght  vary 
good. 

E'nah  we  got  into  a  craad,  an  elbow'd  es  way  in  a  trice, 
When  we  got  up  ta  t  rails  o'l  declare,  wor  a  thing  ta  turn  watter  to  ice  ; 
Bill  got  a  gret  lump  in  his  maath,  an  says  he,  "  Ha  can  tell  thee  wot  Ben, 
O'l  be  hang'd  if  it  issent  as  cow'd,  as  a  chap  ct  just  lives  for  hissen." 

Ther  wer  things  ta  mak  bullits  an  bricks,  mooast  loikely  they'd  gooa  be 
steam  pa  wer, 

An  flatter  they  sed  cud  nock  off,  abaght  thirty  thaasand  e  t'hawer ; 
If  ha'd  ta  hug  hoaf  on  em  off,  ha  shud  want  ta  gee  o'er  befoor  neet, 
Get  me  drinking  and  march  up  ta  bed,  and  there  dreeam  abaght  me  poor 
feet. 

It  took  us  two  hawers  or  moor,  to  get  up  ta  t'far  end  o  t'shop, 
When  we  seed  summat  ower  t'door — "If  yo  want  a  pipe,  here  yo  mini  stop  :" 
Yo  mun  all  on  yo  say  what  yo  loike,  but  to  us  it  wor  reealy  a  boon, 
An  we  didn't  bid  tellin  ta  march,  and  sit  daahn  e  that  smookin  saloon. 

But  moind  yo,  nah,  that  worent  all  we  cud  get  when  we'd  gotten  e  there, 
Ther  wer  plenty  a  chaps  at  es  call,  ta  briug  us  buns,  biskits,  or  beer; 
We  set  essens  daahn  among  t'rest,  Bob  thowt  it  wer  wunderful  throng, 
Then  he  call'd  for  a  pint  a  ther  best,  an  he  tell  em  ta  let  it  be  strong. 

But  tchap  didn't  kno  wot  he  ment,  sooa  at  top  ov  his  voice  did  he  spout,  ( 
"  Ana  I  right,  if,  when  askin  you  sir,  that  you  wanted  a  half  pot  of  stout?" 
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"  Ha  can't  understand  thee,"  sez  Bob, "  but  ha'd  hev  thee  be  offin  a  twink, 
An  bring  wot  ta  loikes,  silly  goff,  nobbut  bring  us  a  pot  full  a  drink." 

They  brust  aght  a  laffin  at  Bob,  an  it  kick'd  up  a  bit  ov  a  spree, 
But  they  lafft  harder  still  when  he  ax'd — "Is  that  chap  a  parson?"  sez  he ; 
But  he  browt  him  a  pint  in  a  crack,  sez  Bob  "Wot's  ta  want  for  that  sup?" 
"It's  fourpence,"  sez  t'parson  e  black,  Bob's  lookneerly  swaller'd  him  up. 

When  we'd  hed  a  good  hoaf  hawer's  rest,  an  Roberd  had  drunk  up  his 
staaht, 

Thru  crinoleens,  tables  an  stooils,  we'd  reealy  a  job  ta  get  aght; 

We  got  up  ta  t'door-hoile  at  last,  when  Bob  turn'd  his  heead  in  alarm, 

For  there  wer  his  owd  parson  frend,  we'a  claght  hinging  over  his  arm. 

Aght  a  t'smookin  saloon  inta  t'shop,  we  manag'd  as  weel  as  we  cud, 
But  sooin  did  we  mak  a  full  stop,  when  we  see'd  a  chap  soin  sum  wood, 
Anuther  chap  not  far  thru  there,  (he  wer  nowt  but  a  scamp  ha'm  afreead,) 
He'd  a  thing  ta  mak  nails  we  be  steeam,  but  mark,  they  wer  nails  made 
a  leead. 

Ther  wer  things  ta  mak  paper,  an  print,  an  things  ta  cut  dimonds  an 
stooane, 

An  medals  loike  brass  aght  a  t'Mint,  an  things  to  cut  ivory  an  booane. 
Ther  wer  things  ta  wesh  blankets  an  rugs,  an  mangels,  moy  word  wot  a 
lot, 

But  ha  ne'er  see'd  a  thing  ta  catch  b- — s,  if  ha  did,  whoy  ha'v  omast 
forgot. 

Ther  wer  sugar  mills  three  upa  t'run,  an  engins  ov  ivvery  stamp, 
An  pumps  ta  lift  watter  be  t'ton,  an  safes  ta  keep  t'brass  off  a  t'damp  ; 
An  carrriages,  grand  uns  for  sure,  ta  travil  be  rooad  or  be  rail, 
An  engins  ta  foind  ther  oan  drink,  if  chonce  t'lether  lamp  pooast  shud 
fail. 

Ther  wer  thaasands  a  things  ha  shud  say,  booath  Spanish,  French, 

English,  an  Dutch  ; 
But  ha'm  not  gooin  ta  tell  yo  much  moor,  for  freead  ha  shud  tell  yo  ta 

much. 

Ha'st  nooan  be  far  rang  when  ha  say,  as  meney  things  there  cud  be  seen 
As  ed  reich  thru  owd  Candlemass  day,  ta  t'meight  upa  t'swoine  market 
green. 

Upstairs  we  must  just  hev  a  peep,  sooa  offin  a  jiffey  we  went, 
But  ha'm  not  gooin  ta  tell'wot  ho  seed,  cos  yo'd  happen  nooan  kno  wot 
hament; 

But  thes  one  thing  ha  see'd  whoile  up  there,  ta  miss  it,  why  t'job  ha  shud 
spoile, 

For  it  pleeas'd  me  full  better  then  owt,  e  me  eight  hawers  wander  thru 
t'hoile. 

Ha'd  reear'd  mesen  up  be  a  pooast,  hoaf  stannin  for  t'want  ov  a  stooil, 
When  a  whooal  lot  a  childer  went  past,  et  belong'd  to  a  charity  schooil: 
All  t'dimonds,  gould,  silver,  an  t'brass,  in  a  minnit  wer  cast  inta  t'reear, 
Ho  cud  see  nowt  af  all  ta  compare,  we  them  boney-fac'd  childer  in  there. 
God  bless  em,  sed  ha  ta  mesen,  as  they  held  up  their  faces  an  smil'd, 
Wot  a  blessin  it  is  et  ther's  hearts,  wot  can  feel  for  a  fatherless  child. 
Then  dooant  be  surprised  at  me,  for  beein  sooa  delighted  just  then, 
Fdr  ha'v  eight  *  me  oan,  do  yo  see,  wot's  yit  nother  wimin  nor  men. 
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Ha  thowt  a  that  Doncaster  Frend,  whoa  loves  little  childer  it's  clecar, 
Or  eight  thaasand  ed  nivver  a  gooanc  ta  Cleethorpe  an  Grimsby  that 
yeer. 

Wot  a  pleasure  it  is  when  we  see,  little  childer  enjoyin  thersen, 

Tor  poor  things  they'l  hev  plenty  ta  do,  if  they  live  ta  be  wirnin  an  men. 

We  went  thru  all  t'chambers  aboon,  an  t'gallery  a  pickturs  an  all, 
But  ha'm  not  go  in  ta  say  wot  we  see'd,  if  ha  did,  yo'd  nooane  thank  me 
at  all. 

It  wer  nah  gettin  on  towards  six,  sooa  we  made  es  arrangements  complect, 
An  got  daahn  as  weel  as  we  cud,  an  bundel'd  essens  inta  t'street. 
We  felt  essens  merry  as  jays,  when  we'd  getten  reight  aght  inta  fair, 
Tho  empty  enuff  wer  es  crays,  but  we  sooin  got  em  fill'd  we  good  fare. 
Thru  Kuightsbridge  we  tripp'd  it  along,  an  then  Picadilly  an  t'Strand, 
An  peep'd  in  at  Exeter  Hall,  were  Costa  wer  leeadin  a  band. 

Then  when  we  left  Exeter  Hall,  we  stump'd  it  through  street,  lane,  an 
alley, 

An  wer  sooin  in  a  corner  ensconc'd,  in  a  snug  little  place  e  t'Tems  valley. 
Sum  supper  an  won  hawer's  chat,  an  then  in  a  jiffey,  my  word, 
We  wer  off  ta  es  berths  aboon  deck,  an  this  finishes  canto  the  third. 


JP^l^T  FOURTH. 

T'next  morning  be  six  we  wer  off,  sooa  ha  mun  gooa  on  we  me  ditty  : 
We  didn't  gooa  far  off  a  hooame,  but  confin'd  essens  moor  intat'Citty  ; 
We  furst  into  Newgat  Street  went,  but  es  stay  e  that  market  wer  breef ; 
But  carts,  we  see'd  meney  a  scoor,  as  they  rattl'd  away  we  ther  beef. 

Then  Farringdon  Market  wer  t'next,  ha  slil  say  nowtabaght  it  that's  flat, 
For  we'v  kenn'd  Covent  Garden  yo  kno,  an  it  varey  much  taks  after  that  ; 
Doctors'  Commons  an  then  Lincon's  Inn,  wer  places  we  next  went  ta  view, 
Loike  t'Temple  an  Gray's  Inn,  they  grow,  hardly  owt  else  but  loyers  it's 
true. 

We  then  went  a  little  bit  north,  but  not  ta  kill  sparrars  or  graase, 
But  ta  see  things  we'd  not  seen  beibor,  an  peep  at  t'owd  Eeast  India 
Haase. 

Moy  word,  ha  wer  struck  when  ha  see'd,  et  Justice  ed  gone  we  cr  scales, 
An  moor  beside  her  hed  gooane  off,  ta  oblivion,  or  else  inta  Wales. 

We  went  ta  t'Centenary  Hall,  but  we  didn't  gooa  in  yo  ma  think, 
Nor  yit  e  that  place  underneith,  were  they  us'd  ta  keep  plenty  a  drink ; 
Thinks  ha,  ther  queer  parsons,  for  sure,  beggin  money  ta  put  a  place  up, 
An  then  let  a  part  on  it  off,  ta  sell  wine  sich  as  sparkles  e  t'cup. 
But  we  left  it  for  better  or  whorse,  it  wer  brekfast  toime  nah  do  yo  see, 
Sooa  we  went  back  en  had  a  bio  aght,  ba  forget  wether  coffee  or  tea ; 
We  laid  in  a  stock  as  we  thowt,  et  nother  sho'd  grudgin  nor  scant, 
For  we  hardly  kno'd  were  we  wer  for,  nor  we  didn't  kno  wot  we  skud  want. 

When  we'd  just  gotten  reddy  for  off,  an  hoisted  es  signal  ta  goo  it, 
Sez  Bob  "  Ha  mun  hev  sum  new  hose,  lor  ha'v  not  got  a  bit  tame  fooit ;" 
Sooa  he  went  aght  ta  buy  a  new  pair,  an  abaght  hoaf  an  hawer  did  stop, 
But  when  he  got  back  we'd  ta  stare,  for  he  sed  he  cud  foind  ne'er  a  shop. 
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Sez  ha,  "  Then  we'd  better  be  off,  an  we'l  manage  that  job  if  we  can, 
Tha'l  get  sum  new  stockins,  an  then,  were  ta  don  em  ha'v  dro'n  up  a  plan." 
He  sooin  got  a  pair,  an  wot  nan  ?  ha'l  tell  if  yo'l  nobbut  just  hark, 
Whoy  he  donn'd  em  en  set  upa  t'grass,  o'er  t'ra'lins  e  St.  Jameses  Park. 

But  before  we  went  daahn  inta  t'Park,  for  ha'm  rayther  aghtsteppin  me 
stalls ; 

T'furst  thing  after  brekfast  we  went,  an  just  hed  a  peep  thru  St.  Pall's, 
In  there  wer  owd  warriors  brave,  an  statesmen,  an  uther  gret  fooaks, 
Sich  as  Wellington,  Nelson,  an  Peel,  e  ther  tunicks,  an  jackets  an  clooaks. 

When  we  got  aght  a  t'Park,  as  ha  sed,  we  went  ta  Westminster  Abbey, 
An  we  look'd  over  t'monements  there,  sum  wer  smart,  sum  grand,  an 
sum  shabbey : 

Ther  wer  punsters,  an  painters,  an  poets,  sich  as  Hogarth,  an  Johnson, 
an  Pope, 

An  Canuin,  an  Kemble,  an  Knox,  an  Strafford,  an  Stanley,  an  Scrope. 

We'd  ta  leeave  them  owd  shadders  an  shrines,  when  t'nooats  upa  t'organ 
did  strike, 

An  went  ta  Westminster  Pall  ace,  or  ta  Parlement  Haase,  if  yo  like  ; 
Ha  went  ta  t'Lord  Chambeiiin's  crib,  an  there  got  a  ticket  for  three, 
Then  we  went  in  as  big  as  bull  beef,  did  Roberd,  an  William,  an  me. 

We  went  thru  a  meney  grand  rooms,  full  a  statues,  an  pickturs,  an  sich, 
But  we  got  to  a  room  in  a  bit,  but  worent  it  splendid  an  rich. 
Moy  stars !  wot  a  foine  lot  a  seeats,  all  cuver'd  we  scarlet  or  green, 
An  a  chair  up  sum  steps  at  won  end,  it  wer  t'foinest  et  ivver  ha'd  seen. 

Ha  ax*d  a  chap  wot  they  did  there  ?  he  lafft,  for  he  thowt  it  wer  grand  : 
Sez  he  "  It's  the  House  were  the  Peers  have  to  finish  the  laws  of  the  land." 
Sez  Bob,  "  Then  is  this  t'Haase  a  Looards?"  "  Ta  be  sure,"  sez  Bill, 
"  can't  ta  see, 

En  them  beds  et  ta  sees  there  e  t'middle,  ther  t'woolpacks  they  lig  on," 
sez  he. 

We  ax'd  t'chap  ta  see  tuther  Haase,  sez  he  "  You  can't  go  into  it;" 
"  Wot's  t'reeason  ?"  sez  Bill,  "  oh  ha  see,  t'owd  h — ns  is  beginnin  ta  sit." 
Sooa  we  hedent  t'leeast  chonce  e  the  world,  ta  get  a  nod  seet  a  ther 
beeaks, 

For  freead  as  t'owd  feller  hed  sed,  we  shud  scare  em  all  off  a  therpeeaks. 

We  went  thru  a  room  or  two  moor,  but  we  kept  within  t'owd  feller's  call, 
Then  he  oppen'd  anuther  gret  door,  an  v/e  went  thru  W estminster  Hall, 
If  me  or  me  mem'ry  be  reight,  ha'v  seen  it,  (tho  not  just  ov  late,) 
Abaght  it  bein  t'place  were  they  once,  held  all  ther  gret  trials  ov  state. 

Thru  t'new  Pallace-yard  we  set  off,  an  up  Parlement  Street  did  repair ; 
Sez  Bill,  "Thes  aYorkshireman  there,"  as  we  cross'd  o'er  Trafalgar  Square. 
"  Ah  ar  ta  owd  feller?"  sez  he,  "Whoy,  thank  thee,  ha'm  not  worth  a  mag, 
For  ha'v  hed  a  queer  job,  dosta  see,  ha'v  lost  booath  me  lodgins  an  bag ; 

Ha  nother  kno  t'number  nor  t'street,  ha'v  sowt  em  two  days,  but  no  go  ; 
Ha'v  me  money  an  ticket  compleet,  sooa  it  mends  it  a  bit,  yo  ma  kno." 
"  We  can  nooane  on  us  help  thee,"  sez  Bob,  "  we  not  knoin  wot  they  call 
t'place, 

Tha  ma  tak  it  as  weel  as  ta  can,  but  reealy  ha  pity  thee  case." 

We  left  him,  (wot  cud  we  do  moor,)  an  ta  t'National  Gallery  we  went, 
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An  ha  maanted  sum  steps  just  be  t'door,  an  tell'd  em  ta  foller  be  t'scent : 
We  went  thru  a  whooal  lot  a  rooms,  wer  t'pickturs  wer  set  oft"  ta  t'best, 
They  wer  t'mooast  on  em  pouted  be  men,  sich  as  Vandike,  an  Turner, 
an  West. 

We  left  when  we  seed  all  ther  wer,  then  we  made  for  St.  Martin's  Lane, 
But  we  stopp'd  when  we  got  up  ta  t'church,  ther  wer  cooaches,  a  regular 
train. 

We  ax'd  wot  ther  wer  up  a  hand,  "  It's  a  nobleman's  weddin  sed  they  ;  " 
Loike  uthers,  we  then  made  a  stand,  ta  look  at  theease  weddin  fooaks 
gay. 

We  see'd  em  gooa  up  inta  t'church, — "  It's  a  smartish  affair,"  sez  Bob, 
"  If  yo  loike  we'l  gooa  in  amang  t'rest,  an  see  ah  they  gooa  on  we  t'job." 
We  it  bein  a  gret  man's,  (nah  just  hark,)  it  took  two  a  t'parsons  ta  do  it, 
An  they  seem'd  ta  hev  plenty  a  wark,  for  it  took  em  sa  long  ta  get  thru  it. 

When  they'd  fasten'd  that  terrible  knot,  an  all  ed  perform'd  ther  part, 
Tho  abaght  em  ha  knew  not  a  jot,  ha  with'd  em  good  luck  we  me  heart ; 
An  may  they  be  happy  an  live,  ta  enjoy  ivvery  blessin  e  stoor, 
An  ha  hooap  they'l  be  reddy  ta  give,  assistance  ta  t'hutnble  an  t'poor. 

We  went  thru  St.  Martin's  Church,  ta  Long  Acre  an  Drury  Lane  ; 
Sez  Bill,  "  we  mun  hev  a  nod  pot,  a  that  stuff  et  they  squeeze  aght  a  grain." 
"  Ha  wish  yo  may  get  it,"  sez  ha,  "  but  yo'l  foind  yersens  rarely  at  folt, 
For  whoile  they  get  slop*  aght  a  t'Tems,  they  can  mak  it  withaght  any 
molt." 

Whoile  they  wer  e  fillin  ther  tubs,  ha  sung  em  a  sooart  of  te-de-um, 
An  then  alter  two  or  three  rubs,  we  set  of  ta  t'British  Museam; 
We  left  all  es  sticks  in  a  box,  an  went,  ha  can  hardly  tell  were, 
Ho'm  not  gooin  ta  tell  if  ha  cud,  a  thaasandth  a  wot  we  see'd  theer. 

We  went  thru  a  bit  ov  a  room,  we  books  in  it  meney  a  skoor, 
Nah,  Bill  made  a  sooart  ov  a  gess,  the'd  be  ninty-foive  thaasand  or  moor; 
Thru  wun  place  an  then  thru  anuther,  we  went  rather  briskly  along, 
Ther  wer  Cupid  an  Venus  his  muther,  an  Nero  an  Neptuue  we  t'gong. 

Ther  wer  nooa  lack  a  gods  ha  mu  say,  ther  wer  gods  booath  ov  peace  an 
ov  war, 

Ther  wer  gods  made  a  iron  an  clay,  an  they'd  dawb'd  em  all  over  we  tar; 
Ther  wer  gods  made  a  ivory  an  booane,  an  gods  made  a  copper  an  tin, 
An  gods  made  a  granit  an  stooane,  an  look'd  omast  faaler  then  sin. 

As  for  animals,  whoy,  ther  wer  theer  thru  neerly  all  nations  an  cloimes, 
Ta  ar  cat  an  dog  we  hev  here,  thru  t'antideluvian  toimes. 
Ther  wer  lious  an  tigers  an  bares,  an  munkeys  seem'd  neerly  a  drug, 
Ther  wer  animals  single  an  pairs,  thru  a  elephant  daahn  too  a  bug. 

An  for  birds  they'd  a  regular  stock,  ta  describe  em  it's  labour  e  vain ; 
Ther  wer  eagles  wot  bilds  up  a  frock,  an  t'robin,  t'canary,  an  t'crane. 
Ther  wer  fishes  thru  ivvery  sea,  tho  sum  on  em  faal  as  a  tramp, 
An  all  sooarts  et  ivver  cud  be,  thru  a  crocodile  daan  to  a  shrimp. 

As  for  minerals  an  fossels,  an  shels,  moy  stars  wot  a  lot  ther  wer  there, 
If  they'd  been  in  a  ro,  ha  shud  think  they'd  a  reich'd  ta  t'last  day  e  t'owd 
yeer. 

Then  for  tomeoaks,  toggery,  an  trees,  they'd  a  setten  up  meney  a  shop, 
An  butterflees,  buzzards,  an  bees,  they'd  hed  a  mooast  wunderful  crop. 
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At  last  we  got  into  a  room,  were  t'things  wer  moor  curious  still, 
"  Whoy  it  must  be  a  charnel  haase  this,  thes  o'er  meney  coffins,"  sez  Bill; 
We  wunder'd  ha  ivver  it  wor,  et  them  deead  men  an  wimin  wer  there, 
But  wunder'd  moor  when  we  wer  tell'd,  they'd  been  deead  neerly  three 
thaasand  year. 

Ther  wer  plenty  moor  things  ta  be  seen,  nay,  t  booan-hoile  wer  actly  full, 
Thru  a  priest  in  his  coffin  embalm'd,  to  a  cat  lapt  e  rags,  minus  scull  ; 
Ther  wer  bricks  made  we  stro  as  we  reed,  an  not  vary  lately  ma  be, 
Its  supooas'd  they  wer  made  abaght  t'time,  when  Pharo  wer  draanded  e 
t'sea. 

Ther  wer  coffee  pots,  kettles  an  jugs,  turn'd  off  be  sum  ow'd  fashion'd 
cuson, 

An  porrage  pots,  basons  an  mugs,  ha  shud  say  ther  wer  meney  a  dozen ; 
But  o'l  leave  em  all  just  as  they  are,  for  feerha  shud  use  all  me  pens, 
An  when  yo'v  a  chance  yo  mun  gooa,  an  hev  a  peep  at  em  yersens. 

When  we  got  aght  a  t'British  Museam,  es  stumps  feelin  jolly  an  diver, 
We  leg'd  it  reight  inta  Hide  Park,  an  set  daahn  be  t'Serpentine  River ; 
We'd  not  set  ten  minnits  ha  think,  when  a  chap  stopp'd  a  lady  cloise  by, 
An  he  nick'd  her  gowld  chain  in  a  twink,  an  took  her  gowld  watch  up  a 
t'sly. 

Shu  holar'd  aght  midlin  smart,  an  we  started  up  e  surprise, 

But  t'thief  ed  examin'd  his  chart,  an  got  safely  off  we  his  prize; 

He  hedent  forgot  ha  ta  run,  he  wer  aght  ov  es  seet  in  a  crack, 

T'owd  lady  stood  there  for  a  whoile,  but  he  nivver  thowt  onta  cum  back. 

We  cudent  help  t'job  on  a  bit,  sooa  of  ta  Green  Park  we  did  steer, 
An  as  tor  them  chaps  dress'd  e  blue,  when  ther  wanted,  its  seldom  ther 
there. 

Ha  left  Bill  an  Bob  for  a  whoile,  in  a  shop  not  so  far  of  a  t'Gards, 
An  ta  Baker  Street  went  be  mesen,  and  pass'd  into  Madam  Tusaurds. 

Yo  may  toak  abaght  bein  in  a  craad,  had  a  job  takeepdroinmebreeath, 
Ta  complain,  whoy,  we  worent  alaahd ;  ha  wer  varey  neer  thrusten  ta 
doeath. 

Ha  kno'd  ha  cud  stan  it  as  weel,  as  them  tingle-tam  dames  e  ther  rims; 
But  they  catch'd  it,  an  sooa  did  ther  hoops,  amang  t'Billeys,  Bobs,  Harreys 
an  Jims. 

If  had  nobbut  hed  plenty  a  chonce,  them  butiful  figgers  ta  ken, 
But  ha'd  not,  sooa  it  spoil'd  it  at  once,  ha'd  enuff  ta  tak  care  a  mesen. 
It  wer  sartanly  grand  ha  ma  say,  an  e  t'line  ha'd  seen  nowt  ta  surpass  it, 
But  thes  nooane  sa  much  pleasure,  al  lay,  when  yer  shirt's  just  as  weet 
as  a  posset. 

Ar  Queen  an  Prince  Albert  wer  there,  an  neerly  all  t'childer  as  weel, 
An  warriors  an  statsmen  an  all,  sich  as  Wellington,  Nelson,  an  Peel. 
Owd  Cobbett  wer  there  on  a  stooil,  cleean-wesh'd  an  withaght  oney 
beeard, 

But  he  didn't  seem  pleeas'd  when  they  laff'd,  for  he  kept  at  it  shakin  his 
heead. 

An  Booaney  wer  there  we  his  staff,  but  it  worent  a  staff  made  a  wood; 
An  meney  a  won  there  hed  ta  laff,  when  they  see'd  ah  t'owd  Madam  w«r 
stood. 
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Ther  wer  Chatham,  an  Cannin,  an  Knox,  an  Campbell,  an  Cobdin,  an 
Bright, 

An  Strafford,  an  Stanley,  an  Fox,  an  bishops  we  surplices  white. 

Then  e  fc'Chamber  ov  Horrors  ha  next,  just  lied  a  nod  peep  ta  be  sure, 
But  ha  see'd  nowt  sa  terrible  there,  but  wot  ha  cud  noisily  endure, 
Ha'st  not  tell,  as  ha'm  nah  up  a  t'push,  who  compooases  that  terrible 
band, — 

Ther  all  sich  as  Palmer  an  Hush,  all  t'rascals  an  t'murderers  e  t'land. 

Ha  went  thru  t'rooags'  den  we  a  switch,  ta  join  me  frends  Roberd  an 
Bill, 

They  wer  just  won  degree  aboon  t'pitch,  we  lappin  at  Wlritebred's  swill, 
They  sheddl'd  off  hooame  pratty  smart,  neerly  brusen  ta  tell  were  they'd 
been, 

An  it  took  em  an  hawer  or  moor,  ta  tell  t'landlady  all  et  they'd  seen. 

We  went  up  ta  bed  at  eleven,  an  sooin  wer  e  snoorin  away, 

An  we  didn't  get  daahn  before  seven,  we'd  a  long  way  ta  travil  that  day. 

We  woak'd  aght  a  hawer  an  then,  we  took  in  a  goodish  supply, 

We'd  ta  be  at  King's  Cross  abaghtten,  sooawe  bid  Mrs.  Allcroft  good-by. 

We  went  thru  St.  Martin's-le-Grand,  an  sooin  up  ta  Islington  got, 
But  they  wudent  pass  t' Angel  at  nowt,  they  must  gooa  in  an  hev  a  nod 
pot, 

An  mark  yo,  as  sooin  as  Owd  Tom  ed  got  noistly  inta  ther  throjrple, 
Whoy,  t'landlady  catch'd  em  owd  Sam,  an  cork'd  him  weelupinabottle. 

Bag  an  baggage  we  got  ta  King's  Cross,  an  thershow'd  estickitsfor  soop, 
Then  a  chap  let  us  gooa  thru  a  gate,  ta  be  penn'd  up  loike  hens  in  a  coop. 
We  didn't  stop  long,  ta  be  sure,  twenty  minnits  ed  tak  up  all  tjob, 
When  e  t  carriage  all  safe  an  secure,  wer  Benjamin,  William  an  Bob. 

Owd  Sambo  just  ged  a  nod  screeam,  an  off  on  his  jurney  he  went, 
An  he  ne'er  stopp'd  ta  get  nowt  ta  drink,  till  he  got  daahn  ta  t'butiful 
Trent. 

As  sooin  as  ten  minnits  wer  o'er,  we  wer  off  ageean  smart,  do  yo  see, 
An  we  got  daahn  ta  Cuderth  at  four,  an  at  hooame  just  e  toime  for  es 
tee. 

Ha'v  nah  neerly  fiuish'd  me  job,  an  got  thru  me  jurney  compleet, 
An  ha'm  t'same  as  me  trends  Bill  an  Bob,  ha'v  nowt  ta  complain  a  me 
feet. 

Sooa  ha'v  tell'd  wot  ha  see'd  up  e  t'taahn,  wether  sum  on  yo  loike  it  or 
not, 

Yo  can  say,  as  it's  been  sed  befoor,  moy  word  wat  a  tail  he  es  got. 

Then  just  a  nod  word  as  ha  pass,  ta  yo  yung  mis  et's  nivver  been  up, 
Be  careful  an  save  all  yer  brass,  an  dooant  be  a  slave  ta  yer  cup ; 
Yo'l  foind  it  much  better  be  far,  ta  gooa  thru  Britannia's  glens, 
Then  ta  sit  in  a  tap-room  or  bar,  reightin  ivverybody  up  but  yersens. 

Wot  ha  think  a  Lnnnun  is  this,  thcs  sooa  much  attraction  an  cost, 
It's  same  as  rag  fail',  hit  or  miss,  thcs  a  deeal  ta  be  larnt  or  be  lost. 
Thes  o'er  meney  hell-traps  an  gins,  an  doncin*hoiles,  damsels  an  dens, 
Young  men  ma  be  gooan  in  a  crack,  if  they  dooant  tak  good  care  a 
thersens. 
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Them  et  reeds  these  few  lines  ma  excuse,  oney  blunders  ha'v  happen'd  ta 
mak ; 

If  they  dooant,  whoy  it's  just  as  they  chuse,  tho  ha'm  not  varey  brooad 
e  me  back. 

May  we  all  live  as  weel  as  we  can,  an  forget  all  es  injurys  past, 
An  es  mission  fulfil  to  a  man,  an  all  meet  e  heaven  at  last. 

PETER  PLEDGE. 

September  26th,  1862. 
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